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"Oh Sweet Child, The Things I'd Do for You..." 


by TonyStarkissist 


Summary 


Following his infamous breakdown, Tony Stark kills the Avengers, devastates New York 
then disappears. The world declared him dead. Years later, Peter Parker stumbles across the 
man during an ill-timed mugging, witnessing first-hand the raw power of the great Tony 
Stark, and even several years after the disaster, Peter found his anger is still prominent. 


Though, despite Peter’s open hatred for his former hero, Tony wasn’t deterred. Instead, 
something drew him to Peter, and in turn Peter grows to see the real man behind the mask. 
And that man just might end up changing his view of the world as he knew it. 


Notes 


This fic is made in the spirit of Villainous July of 2021, which is being hosted on Tumblr. 
There will be sixteen chapters total, and every chapter will feature two prompts (except the 
first one). So stay tuned! 


Also, to my proof reader, the great jwriter819. Thank you for all your love and support © 


Day 1: Presumed Dead 


Chapter Summary 


Tony Stark is dead. Has been for years. His actions destroyed Peter’s life, as well as 
any hope, exuberance, or trust he had in the past, and Peter is nowhere near ready to 
forgive. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The release bell rang loud enough to continue echoing in Peter’s ears for a good few minutes. He 
was sure to have a blinding migraine by the end of the day thanks to the annoying ring adding onto 
the headache that had already established earlier in the week as a result of his recent insomnia. So, 
already, the beginning of his dreaded weekend was off to a rocky start, and he had to shuffle 
through the crowd with his shoulders pulled up to his ears to avoid being shoulder checked by 
another student. His patience and sanity were both teetering on thin ice and he felt that any other 
minute inconvenience will make him fucking explode... God, he hated Fridays. 


Everyone was always so excited, which just seemed to sour his mood even more. Listening all day 
to the weekend plans his peers would discuss in whispered undertones during class, or amongst the 
chaotic chatter of the lunchroom-- about spending time with their families, and friends, maybe 
going on a short little vacation-- it got to him sometimes. It made his eye twitch, and it made him 
scowl. He had never used to be a person prone to envy, but lately, he’s found himself grinding his 
teeth when he overhears the fantastical tales his classmates would speak about during school. 
Whether it was about the new phone they got for their birthday, or simple complaints about their 
sibling trashing their room... Peter always found something to be jealous of. 


“Peter!” Ned pushes through the crowd when he spots him, “Have you started the English project 
yet?” Ned grasps the straps of his backpack with both hands, grinning in anticipation as they walk 
towards Peter’s locker at the end of the hall. “Who did you decide to write about?” 


Peter frowns... the stupid English project. It’s like the teacher couldn’t find a better way to torture 
an abused orphan. 


“No, I haven’t started yet,” Peter grunts. Usually he’d apologize for his salty mood, but Ned’s 
known him long enough to remember that Friday’s were not as joyous an occasion as most students 
found it to be. Plus, his stomach was killing him. It’s only been a few hours since lunch and it 
already felt like his insides were clawing a hole through his abdomen. That didn’t help his mood. 
“It’s not due for another, like, four months. I’ve got time.” 


“Yeah, but you gotta do a whole powerpoint, and a whole philosophical analysis... you did see the 
rubric right? This project is going to take forever!” Ned groans dramatically, following Peter 
through the slowly emptying hall now that he’d finished at his locker. “I think ’'m gonna get MJ’s 
help. She’s a sucker for this sorta thing.” 


“--Sucker for what sorta thing?” 


Speak of the devil. 


“The English project. Peter hasn’t even started on his yet.” 


“You might wanna get on that Parker,” MJ points out, “you may be a genius, but you can’t write a 
7 page analytically comprehensive essay in a night. Also, I'd advise studying up on Plato’s 
philosophies on morality. He has some interesting ideas that go along with the whole ‘defining a 
hero’ concept Mrs. Morris likes. I’m actually surprised she didn’t recommend his book before 
assigning the project.” 


MJ zones out in thought and Peter stares at her. He doesn’t think he’s ever heard her speak for that 
long in a single period of time. 


“Yeah, but I don’t even know who to write about, and that’s the backbone for the whole project.” 
Peter eventually says, shoulders slumping in defeat. He rubs his head while he’s at it. The ringing 
had at least finally stopped, but now the lights were a bit bright and he was only dreading the walk 
home beneath the bright afternoon sun... Maybe he could stop by Delmar’s for an hour or two. He 
could probably scrounge up enough change along the sidewalk for a sandwich too. Or maybe offer 
to work for it. Mr. Delmar’s let him wash the dishes in payment for a sandwich before. 


“What about your Uncle,” Ned offered, “he was a police officer right? And he went head to head 
with Iron Man when he was tearing up the city! You could write about that.” 


Peter laughs with a humorless undertone. “Sure, because he definitely stood a chance before the 
first repulsor blast tore a hole through his chest.” Peter grimaced at his own words, wincing at the 
disrespect in his tone like he was expecting Ben to rise from the grave to exhibit his disapproval. 
It’s been three years, yet he still reacts like his Uncle was still around to enact a punishment. 


Weak, Parker... weak. 

“Wow,” MJ scoffed. “Morbid, much?” 

“Sorry,” Peter sneered, “I’m just kinda grumpy today.” 

Ned’s mouth fell into a frown. “Oh yeah. I’m sorry Peter. I forgot.” 


“What’s wrong?” MJ asked, and if Peter wasn’t mistaken, he’d say there was a smidgen of genuine 
worry in her tone. 


“Peter hates Fridays,’ Ned answers for him, “he has to do chores all weekend.” 
Yeah... the chores weren't really the problem. 


“Well, sucks to suck,” MJ chuckled, “have fun cleaning Parker.” And with that she waves, 
breaking away from the pair when her mother honks the horn from the car-pickup line. 


Ned grabs his shoulder. “I’m really sorry Peter. Hopefully he’s a little more bearable this weekend. 
You’re always welcome to come over if you’re able to get away. My Mom’s making the Poi you 
like.” 


Peter shakes his head. ““You know I can’t, Ned. I wish I could.” 


“Alright then,” Ned sighs, “I'll see you Monday, and I'll make sure to bring you some leftovers!” 
Peter smiles. He didn’t deserve a friend like Ned. No one did. “Maybe you could use the project as 
an excuse to stay in your room this weekend.” Ned smiles, hoping to lift Peter’s spirits, and Peter’s 
too afraid to tell him it wasn’t worth the effort, so he just kept smiling and bid his best friend 
goodbye before tugging his hood over his head to block out the sun and heading back to the 


apartment, keeping his pace slow and allowing himself to absorb the last hour of peace before the 
weekend truly began. 


He was in for a long couple of days... 


He steps through the door, closing it behind himself as quietly as he could manage, but it was no 
use. 


“Peter!” The joyous shout made him wince scornfully. “How was school?” 


The man steps into the room, wiping flour from his hands with a dish cloth and grinning like there 
was nothing wrong with the world. 


“Good, sir,” Peter answers with a numb frown and dull tone, “I have a lot of homework this 
weekend, though.” 


“Sorry to hear that pal,” the man frowned. “Why don’t you get a head start on that so you still have 
time to do your chores this weekend?” 


Aaaand that's exactly the plan. Peter offered him a tight smile and escaped to his room. He shuffled 
around for a while, deciding whether he should power through his procrastination and get started 
on that project, or just lay face down on his mattress and wallow in his own misery, hoping his 
migraine would magically go away. 


He decided the former would be better, just in case an impromptu visit from his foster father was in 
his near future. So he powers through the dull throb in his head and sits at his desk, grabs a pencil 
and a clean sheet of paper and begins to brainstorm... he thinks of every person he knows who 
may be qualified to star in the project worth half his grade. He’d probably choose Mr. Delmar if he 
knew more about him... he didn’t think he could write an entire 7 page, in-depth, essay about the 
sandwich shop owner without at least conducting an interview first, and he’d rather not go through 
that awkward exchange. 


Ned was the closest second, but he knows Mrs. Morris wouldn’t approve of him using a peer as his 
self-proclaimed hero. And, god, Ned would go all mushy on him and he really didn’t want that 
either. 


He toys with the idea of using Uncle Ben, just to have something to throw on the page, but his 
conscience wouldn’t let him do it... not when he knew the man for who he was outside of the 
uniform. 


So, he makes a list-- A checklist to be more precise-- to help him make an informed decision 
What makes a hero? 


Brave 
Honest 
Selfless 
Good 
Caring 
Strong... 


The list went on, and at the rate he was able to scribble down the words, the faster he came to 
realize that by these standards there was no one in his life qualified to don the title of his hero. 


He pouts... staring down at the first sheet of paper he’d neatly laid over his desk. It was blank, 


besides his name scrawled in the top right corner. Out of all the essays he’s written, he thinks this 
might be the hardest of them all. Give him a prompt, and a research topic and he can write all day 
long, but using his own opinion and discretion? On a matter inherently personal and subjective? 
Most people would find it easy, but it was going to be a struggle for him. 


He had no hero to write of... but maybe that in itself was something to write about. Mrs. Morris 
might appreciate the unique twist. So, he begins to write. He lets his pen scrawl across the paper, 
jotting down any thought that comes to him in hopes it will spark some sort of creativity...and he 
doesn’t stop until his hand is cramping and he forces himself to look back through his messy 
scrawl of his rough draft to correct any mistakes he might have made. 


Peter B. Parker 
Mrs. Morris 
English 101 
With Great Power Comes Great Responsibility 


“With great power comes great responsibility,” a tse man once told me. At 
the time I wasn’t sure what it meant, or the implications behind the words, but now I 
think I understand it better. This is why I’ve come to the conclusion that I do not have 
a hero. Most students would probably choose their parents, or one of the Avengers, but 
for me both of those would be used in the past tense. To be a hero is so much more 
than just helping people. It takes determination, courage, morality, and strength, 
because the load any hero must carry is heavy, and most can’t handle the weight. 
Heroes are a thing of the past, and I theorize that they may not have ever even existed 
at all. A man or woman may appear heroic, but that does not make them a hero at 
heart. In this thesis I will discuss examples of heroes of the past, the struggle they had 
faced, the criteria I believe makes a true hero, and the string of elements that have 
brought me to the conclusion I’ve drawn. 


First, I would like to bring out a prime example of my theory: Tony Stark, aka. 
Iron Man. He was once known as a great hero, possibly one of the greatest of all time. 
Had he not done what he did, Tony Stark would be the theme of this essay, but instead 
his transgressions have inspired doubt and bitterness. In another life he would still be 
considered a great man, and I would have continued to look up to him, but the pressure 
he faced crushed whatever goodness he had before. The pressure of such a strong 
responsibility can easily become overwhelming, and a debilitating mental disorder is 
not uncommon in his line of work. “A career dedicated to protecting and serving 
others may leave minimal time for self-care in addition to being frequently exposed to 
trauma. The unique pressures experienced by these first responders lead to a high 
occurrence of substance use and mental health disorders” (Hull 2012)... 


Peter frowns as he reads through what he just wrote. He was in no way trying to excuse the actions 
of Tony Stark, yet that’s what it was sounding like. What the man had done was despicable and 
unforgivable, and Peter couldn’t think of a better example to prove his point. Tony Stark was no 
hero... there was no such thing as heroes anymore. But, as per the rules of essay writing, he 
couldn’t be entirely subjective. So he must prove his point through facts and logic, and Tony Stark 
was a prime candidate to do just that. 


... There is plenty of speculation regarding Tony Stark’s breakdown, though most of 
the theories can be trailed back to a long line of undiagnosed mental health disorders. 
This fact in no way excuses the actions Tony Stark committed, just as a person 
suffering from psychopathy is not excused for any violent actions they may commit... 


There, that makes him feel better. 


... This account is simply to help better understand why Tony Stark may have chosen 
the path he did when he held so much promise in the future of his career. 


Before Tony Stark ever donned the title of Iron Man, he had suffered from 
many mental illnesses. Ranging from alcoholism, to severe depression and dissociative 
tendencies (Everheart 2009). After becoming Iron Man, he did amazing work that 
would have properly designated him as a hero according to the criteria I have put 
together. He put the people first, he created several charities dedicated to helping 
people in need, and he helped form the avengers to save the world from the 
extraterrestrial attack of 2012. He was selfless in many ways, but selfish in so many 
more, and this alone disqualifies him from his heroic position. His position in this 
particular tile of my rubric, had gone unnoticed for many years, forgotten after his 
former years of malicious and careless actions. One day, it culminated, as most already 
know, after he lost his longtime partner and friend Pepper Potts in an accident. This, as 
most believe, is the driving force behind the mass murder that followed. There are still 
many missing details in regards to this complete turnaround in his character. Even 
before the Avengers were betrayed and killed by one of their trusted leaders, there had 
been many testimonies coming forth of the sudden animosity between them and Stark. 
The people turned against him as soon as word spread, and government officials even 
attempted to detain him. There is plenty of video feed of the occurrence, most 
capturing Stark’s attempt to explain the reason for his actions of killing his former 
teammates, but the disregard and the hatred people rightfully spewed led to a 
devastation of New York far worse than what the city had seen a year prior. These 
were the acts of a troubled man. A man who was once considered a hero; one of the 
best the world has ever seen, yet the natural mental disposition of man led to his 
downfall. That is why no man can be considered a true hero. 


Tony Stark killed his family. Tony Stark was responsible for his suffering. The man deserved a 
death far more tortuous than the one he enacted on himself. Peter’s glad he’s dead... because if he 
was alive, he might just consider doing the deed himself. He can only hope the man was rotting 
away in hell. 


Peter stares down at the page, scowling at his own words. Just because he couldn’t be a true hero 
like he aspired to be, didn’t mean he couldn’t try. He could-- no he would be better than Tony 
Stark. 


He turned in his desk chair to stare at his ratty backpack which held his most prized possession, 
then he glanced back towards his bedroom door. It was too risky to go out now; he’d have to wait 
until Beck drank himself into a drunken stupor before he could sneak out the window. He was 
exhausted... and his bones felt heavy, but he couldn’t use that as an excuse. Maybe he’d take a 
short nap after dinner to replenish his energy before going out, but for now, he decided to put the 
essay aside and begin on his Calc work. After all, the hardest part of an essay was starting. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading everyone! I hope you enjoyed! I am very excited to begin this 
journey with you all. Let me know what you think! 


Besides that, just a minor point to avoid getting myself in trouble for plagiarizing or 
something... the first quote of Peter’s essay was a real quote taken from a real article 
(to give it that true essay writing feel) which was written in 2020. So the in-text 
citation is technically correct (Hull, 2020), but this fic doesn’t take place in 2020, so 
lets juts pretend that it had said 2013 instead. Also here’s the link to the article just in 
case lol. “https://www.floridarehab.com/resources/first-responders/” 


The official page this event is being hosted on, is on tumblr: @multiverse-irondad-july 


Day 2: First Encounter / Familiar Faces 


Chapter Summary 


Peter finds himself in the midst of an eerie encounter. Almost... inhuman 


Chapter Notes 


Ok here's chapter 2! Also introducing Extremis Tony! 


Also a big thank you to everyone for the support from last chapter! I'm glad you all are 
enjoying it so far! I have lots planned for this fic. I'm sorry that the chapters aren't as 
long or the plot isn't as in depth as they usually are for my fics, but keep in mind that 
this is a month long challenge... which means I only have a month to write 16 chapters 
and I wanna stick to that. So I can't go overboard like I usually do. So yeah, read, 
enjoy, and let me know what you think! 


Thank you for reading! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


One week later and Peter’s no further along in his project. There has been no burst of inspiration, 
nor an inclination to sit down and force himself to brainstorm. He’d been much more preoccupied 
by a different after school responsibility, desperate to get out of the house at any moment he could. 
Usually the only time he could was at night, sadly. So, he would spend a couple hours after school 
doing his homework then take a much needed nap until dinner. Then, the evening would be free to 
swing through the city for the rest of the night without the consequences of debilitating 
exhaustion... the exhaustion didn’t come until the next morning when he had to get up for school 
after only a couple more hours of rest. 


But it was all worth it. He’d take exhaustion any day over having to stay in that cramped house. 


Beck didn’t let him leave for any reason except school and the occasional visit to Ned’s if the man 
had to work late and was feeling generous. Peter was forced to quit all his afterschool activities 
besides the more academic ones like robotics and Decathlon. Beck said it was a waste of his time 
and effort, and he should be more focused on building his character instead of spending every 
spare minute with other immature highschoolers. 


So, when Peter got his powers just a few months ago, he saw it for what it was... an escape. An 
escape from Beck, and an escape from the pressures of life. 


Speaking of... Peter pulled his goggles over his cloth mask. When he was all dressed to go out, he 
poked his head out of his room to risk one last look, just to make sure Beck was still where he left 
him, passed out on his usual recliner with a half empty bottle of whiskey hanging precariously 
from his loose grip, and the repetitive laugh track of an old sitcom muffling his loud snores. Peter 
closes his door back slowly, releasing a quiet breath and closing his eyes as he rests his palm flat 
on the wood to steady the door as he closes it silently against the door jamb. He’s had several close 


calls with Beck in the past and he doesn't even want to think about what Beck would do if he 
caught Peter sneaking out; Spider-Man or not. He turned the lock and wedged his desk chair 
beneath the doorknob for extra security, then he dove out his window. 


The night was cold, and it bit at his skin through the thin material of his homemade suit, but he 
kept moving. This was the only thing that made him get out of bed every morning and he wasn’t 
about to let a little cold stop him. He shivers, landing on the ledge of a small rooftop nearby with a 
slight stumble. The perch overlooks the dark city, the absolute perfect vantage for Peter to see or 
hear if someone was in need of his help. He sits there a couple minutes waiting for an opportunity 
to leap into action. His stomach rumbled loud and suddenly the constant pangs of hunger ceased 
without warning. He stiffens... he knows what that meant, and he only had a few seconds. He grips 
the ledge, bracing himself for the sugar drop about to hit him. And right on time he felt his 
stomach go all floaty and he let sudden dizziness overtake him for a moment. He’s used to the 
small pangs, but god, were they uncomfortable. He hadn’t been able to eat to his full since the bite. 
Some days he felt tempted to just eat anything he could find, whether he had to steal it or not. But 
he couldn’t give Beck any reason to be suspicious or any reason to become angry. The man was 
very stingy with his money and if he found out Peter was eating ‘beyond his means’ it wouldn’t 
end well. Or worse... if Peter got caught stealing food? He didn’t even want to think about it. 


The dizzying pangs pass, and the normal growls of hunger replace it. 


He was ready for some action to distract him from the hunger, and exhaustion. The longer he stood 
still, the harder it was to ignore the needs. But It was a slow night. Nobody needed help. 


Queens was more peaceful than it’s ever been thanks to Spider-Man. He’d even seen it featured on 
the news a couple days ago. And he takes some pride in that. 


Did that qualify him as a hero? 


Could he be considered a hero by his own standards, or was he also, too weighed down by the 
weight of human imperfection? He did his best to be selfless, kind, and brave when he could, but 
he knows he has his faults. He supposed his true colors wouldn’t show until he was older with 
more experience under his belt. For all he knows, he could very well go drunk with power just like 
Iron Man, but for now, this was his life, and there was no turning back. He would either die the 
hero he aspires to be or live on as a villain he despises. 


So, he sits, overlooking the city he has dedicated his young life to protect, and he waits, chasing off 
the fatigue. 


He waits for an entire hour, suffering through several more rounds of dizzying stomach cramps, 
and it was coming up on midnight... 


And his moment finally came. 


It wasn’t his typical call to action, but it was something to get him off that damned perch. The 
hairs on his neck stood on end as his sense triggered so he strained his ears to locate the danger. He 
heard the clear click of a gun and rough command for money from only a couple alleys down from 
his post. Peter has seen and heard enough muggings to recognize the beginnings of one. He was 
already swinging towards the offender before he thought to maybe wonder about the lack of a cry 
for help. Then again, it wasn’t that weird. Sometimes, people were actually smart enough to just 
shut up and hand over their wallets to avoid being shot... or maybe the guy was mute. Who knew? 


Either way, he swung himself over and now he was there to help. 


He grinned under the mask, excited to actually be of some use on this chilly evening. He perches 
on a small overhang just above the mugger and his victim who’s being backed into the wall Peter 
is perched above. 


“Hey pal,” the gruff voice of the victim rasps, “don’t give me any trouble, alright? I don’t wanna 
have to hurt you.” The man’s hands raise to the side of his head slowly. He was wearing a long, 
thick jacket, the collar propped up around his neck. Just by the clothes he wore, Peter could tell he 
was well off and he could see why the mugger targeted the man in the first place. 


Eat the rich... he found himself muttering to himself in his head, and then he scowled at his own 
words. His job was to protect everybody... It was to prevent crime. Not pick and choose who 
deserved saving and who didn’t. Just because someone had money and he didn’t, didn’t mean he 
had any right to judge. And with that strict verdict, he prepared himself to dive into the middle of 
the exchange and spit out a few clever quips while he webbed the thug to the opposite wall before 
anyone could get hurt, but he stopped by the sudden laugh and he paused to listen, tilting his head 
in curiosity. His Aunt May used to call him a nosey little bugger and he supposed she wasn’t all 
that wrong. 


He’d step in if the situation started to escalate, but for now, he felt like being a nosey little bugger. 


“Ha!” The man with the gun exclaims, shoving the muzzle into the rich man’s chest. Peter wished 
he could see his face. “What are you gonna do? I’m the one with the gun pal. So hand over your 
wallet.” 


“Td really rather not.” 


Peter’s eyes widen under the mask. The balls on this guy must be huge! He’d never heard anyone 
sound so calm with a gun against their chest. 


The guy’s head moves. The head belonging to the man in the coat, that is... he lifted his chin and 
Peter hadn’t noticed before that it had been bowed down slightly. 


“Hell man!” The thug stumbles backwards, towards the opposite wall. He drops the gun in his 
panic, and it clatters to the hard ground. Peter strains forward to try and see what had the man so 
panicked, but he couldn’t see anything. The rich guy steps forward, lowering his hands as he does, 
to match the other’s sudden backpedal. Peter feels his senses spike and he knows this means he 
should step in... but it was like he was cast under some spell and his muscles cramped in protest 
when he tried to move. 


“T did warn ya, didn’t I?” 


Peter could hear the sick triumph in his voice when he spoke and the man surges forward with just 
a single step until he’s pressed up against his former attacker. Peter hears the pained gasp of the 
mugger just before he slumps bonelessly against the other man with a strangled gurgle. 


Peter flinches in shock. Out of everything he’s ever witnessed as Spider-Man this was definitely a 
turn he hadn’t seen before. He jumps down from his perch, body stiff and a tad unresponsive from 
the shock. The long coated man continues forward, the thug still slumped over his shoulder while 
he shushes quietly in his victim’s ear, like he was trying to provide comfort. One hand braced on 
the back of his head, and the other still hidden at the waist, black coat camouflaged by the dark 
shadows of the night. All that follows is an indistinguishable gurgle from the former attacker 
slowly being guided back against the far wall. 


Peter watches... he knows he should step in and help... but who exactly should he be helping? The 


man who had acted on his right to defend himself, or the man who was suffering the consequences 
of an illegal decision? A lump had grown in his throat and any quips he’d been preparing earlier 
died in his mouth. It was like the fear of the moment had a hold of his tongue and he was only able 
to watch. 


It’s only a couple more steps before the rich man has the thug pressed against the brick wall, and 
there’s a clear ‘“SSHHK’ of metal against flesh as the man takes a large step back. The thug slumps 
into an unresponsive pile on the cold concrete... he doesn’t move and Peter stares at the immobile 
body. 


“Oh,” the other man had turned towards him while Peter was distracted and his head snapped up to 
meet the guy’s gaze, taking an instinctive step backwards to put distance between them. He was 
holding a bloody knife at his waist, and he looked down to inspect it curiously, twisting the handle 
to allow small tinges of light from the street lamp across the way glimmer off the shiny metal of 
the blade. “It’s nice to finally meet you Spider-Man.” 


His mouth slowly turns up into a small smirk, most of his face still casted in a shadow of darkness. 


“Sir--” Peter squeaks, then he cuts himself off, clears his throat, and begins again, “I understand 

you were acting out of self-defense, but ah--” His finger is held up in the air like he was trying to 
make a point, but he couldn’t seem to find a finish to his thought with the heavy rock still taking 
residence in his throat. 


The man tilts his head to the side and the smirk turns from complacent to amused. “Yes?” 


Then, god, Peter couldn’t believe his fucking eyes. He blinked a couple times just to make sure it 
was real. The man started to glow. Slowly, the small tinge crept up his neck, the dim orange light 
trailing up like vines, curling around his jaw and dancing over his cheekbones until it revealed the 
glasses propped on his nose. The dark glasses hid the dull, orange shine of his eyes. It wasn’t any 
more than a glimmer that could barely be discerned... and the only way Peter was able to see it 
was because of his enhanced sight. 


And slowly, the dark glasses spark to life, illuminated by small specks of blue and white, and Peter 
watches, transfixed, as the light bled across the tinted glasses in a pattern similar to words being 
typed on a screen. Shapes form and disappear, morphing into one thing after another before black 
swipes across the glass, clearing away the lingering specks of light and it returns to what it was 
before. 


There was something fishy with this guy... and Peter took another step back. His gut hadn’t been 
wrong since the bite, and he wasn’t about to start doubting it now. 


“What’s with the panic, Spidey? Your BPM leaped quite a bit there for a second...,” the man’s 
voice dropped an octave, voice rumbling in a calming monotone. “I’m not going to hurt you.” Then 
he sheathed the knife somewhere in the large shadows of his jacket and lifted his hands again to 
reveal his lack of weapon. 


“How-How did you--” Peter’s breath hitches because now the man was stepping closer. He knows 
he shouldn’t be afraid, he’s Spider-Man for god’s sake, but his senses were going haywire. His 
limbs felt numb, as did his tongue, like his body was in on some secret that he wasn’t. Everything 
in him was telling him that he won’t win this fight, not with the exhaustion settled so heavily in his 
limbs. 


The man lifts a hand slowly, and peels the dark glasses off his face. “Go home, kid. It’s not safe to 
be out here this late at night.” 


Then Peter sees his eyes. A sharp, vivid blue accentuated by that same orange glow still stringing 
along and crawling across his face and neck. The dim light produces a pulsating glow, darkening 
and gleaming like trickles of light following the existing trail along his jaw. That was not normal. 
The light chased away the shadows that had been hiding his features and slowly Peter was able to 
make out his face. 


Neatly trimmed facial hair tracing his mouth and following the long line of his jaw. Structured 
cheekbones, and styled hair. 


Then he grinned and Peter couldn’t breathe. The air is sucked from his lungs instantly. He knew 
that face. He knew that grin. That same grin bordered by the signature goatee he’d traced onto his 
own face with a sharpie as a young boy. The same grin the man wore when his Uncle was shot 
down in the line of duty while protecting innocent civilians. 


“Stark--” Peter choked, voice catching and an unfamiliar heat boiling in his stomach. 


The man who’s name Peter spat with fire in his tone since that dreadful day only smiled, 
maneuvering his hand to lay a single index finger over his grinning mouth, lips curling with 
sickening amusement. 


“Shh.” 


Chapter End Notes 
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Day 3: Extremis / Exhaustion 


Chapter Summary 


Peter faces a demon whose chased him ever since his Uncle’s death. He can’t fail. Not 
again. 


Chapter Notes 


Trigger Warning: So, there is some severe depression talk and it's not technically 
suicidal thoughts more like, 'I don't care if I go to sleep and never wake up' thoughts. 
So tread lightly please. 
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exhaustion and malnutrition, so he is not at his strongest. I am not ignoring his 
canonical powers, I am just addressing basic biology which I do believe still applies to 
enhanced humans in some ways. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Something in him stirs... and Peter lunges. 


He’s driven by a manic frenzy first festering, then bursting from his chest, and he releases a 
guttural scream. 


This man... the audacity of this man. The audacity of Tony Stark. After what he did? He thinks he 
has any right to be alive? To smile? He deserved a painful, torturous death and not even that would 
be enough to atone for the sins he committed, but Peter was more than eager for the opportunity to 
inflict the punishment himself. 


He thinks of his Aunt May, and his Uncle Ben, both who died because of the actions of this selfish 
so-called hero standing before him. The last two members of Peter’s family... gone, because of 
Tony Stark. The last two people on the earth that loved him and who he loved in return. 


“Ben!” May screamed beside him from their place ducked behind a totaled car. “Ben get back 
here!” 


They had decided to meet up with Uncle Ben during his lunch break. They were going out to 
celebrate his promotion to Police Captain... he was still in uniform. They were gonna go to 
Delmar’s. 


There was screaming all around from the various New Yorkers fleeing the area. Car alarms 
blaring all up and down the street from the abandoned vehicles scattered across the demolished 
freeway. Peter had to clamp his hands over his ears to drown out all the scary noises, tears 
streaking through the dust and dirt coating his face, but he could still hear the screaming no 
matter how hard he pressed against his ears. Especially May’s. 


He stares at his Uncle standing on top of a car in the middle of the street, acting as a shield of sorts 
for the hoard of people gathered around him, trying to flee. He waved his hands in the air, 
shouting above everyone else's screams, trying to direct them away from the danger. 


And then there was Iron Man... 


Peter hadn’t seen the news, or the stories people had been telling. So when the ground started 
shaking and the loud explosion sounded from the Avengers Tower Peter thought it was like the 
alien attack a year ago and he couldn’t help but feel that same fear he felt the year prior. So, when 
Iron Man descended from the sky, hovering heroically above the street of debris where they were 
located a couple blocks down from the Tower, Peter felt a breath of relief escape from his lungs. 
Tron Man was there... it was all going to be alright. They were safe. Iron Man would protect them 
like he always did. He’d make sure no aliens would be able to hurt him or his Aunt May. 


The armor looked even cooler and shinier in person than it did on his posters and toys. And he was 
on the verge of cheering at the sight of his long-time hero, but then Ben lifted up his gun to aim at 
the suit of armor and any form of celebration died in his throat. Instead a muffled squeak puffed 
out from his lips as he stared at his uncle in shock. 


“Ben?” He whispered. He feels May’s arms wrap tighter around him, pulling him close to her 
chest. She must have sensed his instinct to run out there and remind his Uncle that Iron Man was a 
good guy and he was there to help. 


“Stark,” Ben calls, aim following the hovering suit. 


“Ben Parker,” the suit rumbles like he’s speaking through a chuckle, voice slick and metallic. 
“You weren’t at your precinct when I came looking for you.” It was spoken in a sweet manner, yet 
also with an underlying sneer 


Peter watches his uncle nervously shift on his feet. How did Iron Man know his name? And where 
he worked? Were they friends? And if they were friends then why was Uncle Ben pointing his gun 
at Mr. Stark? Ben always told him to never ever touch guns and to never point them at people 
because it could hurt someone really bad. Did Ben want to hurt Mr. Stark? 


The faceplate folds back and Peter’s eyes widen at the sight of the man he’d only ever seen on TV. 
He looked different now. ”I saw all the redacted reports, Parker. I know exactly what you did.” 


“You don’t have to do this, Mr. Stark.” Ben shouted, hand beginning to visibly shake. 


Mr. Stark frowned. “But I do.” The suit slowly approached Ben, still standing tall atop the car. 
“T’ve been down the path I was headed... and I'll be portrayed as the villain no matter which path 
I follow. So why not accomplish something for a change.” He smiles. “All you two-faced liars... 
afraid of all your dirty little secrets getting out... With me... there is complete transparency. I’ve 
got nothing left to lose.” He’s close now, only a yard or two away from Ben, and Peter stares with 
his breath caught in his lungs. “And what better way to start my journey than cleansing the world 
of dirty scum like you.” 


Ben shoots as soon as the words come from the man’s mouth, gun aimed at the exposed skull of 

Tony Stark, and Peter screams. He wrenches himself away from his aunt, stumbling forwards in 

reaction to the sudden ‘BANG’ of the gun and the subsequent ringing in his ears that followed it. 
He’s forgiven Ben for many things, but he would never forgive him for killing his hero... 


But Mr. Stark only grins. He doesn’t fall, or bleed like any human would after being shot... 
instead... he shoots back. His helmet snaps into place and he lifts his arm all in one instant, and 


Peter goes silent, watching as his Uncle is sent flying off the car and begins skidding along the 
concrete behind him after a blinding flash of light. It all happened so fast, and by the time Peter 
was able to tear his eyes away from his Uncle’s body lying mangled on the asphalt, arms askew 
and a gaping hole steaming in the center of his chest, Iron Man had already disappeared. Peter 
wasn’t sure what to feel about it as he watched his hero disappear. 


Relief? Liberation? Sadness? Fear? 


He turned to find May sobbing, hands lifted to her mouth to muffle her wailing shrieks, tears 
welling in his own eyes upon seeing her bitter distress. Iron Man wasn’t supposed to hurt people 
and make people sad... he was supposed to help them. 


Then he finally found a word. 
Betrayal... 
How could his hero do something so cruel? 


He’s had to relive that moment so many times through the years, and this one was the only time it 
had truly sickened him. 


Tony Stark murdered an innocent man in cold blood. A good man. A hero, some would consider 
him to be. Ben helped people, he cared for them. It didn’t matter what Peter’s own personal 
feelings towards him were... he was a good man at heart. Peter truly believed that. 


And now, at that moment, the rawness of the memory felt like a fresh wound. Ben died. May died. 
And now he had nothing to hope for or look forward to in his future besides this. Besides the 
debilitating guilt driving him to choose a career that would probably end in him being killed before 
the age of 30, in some senseless attempt to prove his worth to the world and to the family he had 
lost. And it was all thanks to Tony Stark. 


It was because of him he will never have a family. 


Any hope or prospect of happiness had been ripped away from him from the ripe age of 10-years- 
old, and it made him Jivid. 


Peter’s arms flail wildly with an impassioned effort to hurt the man. To make him feel the same 
pain he’s inflicted on others. 


“Hey,” The heavy voice enlivens him with awareness, just in time to feel his wrists grabbed with 
rough hands that push his back against the wall behind him like it was an effortless attempt. He felt 
heat curl along his wrists and sweaty palms, piercing through the thin cotton of his jacket. “I don’t 
want to have to hurt you, kid. So stop it.” 


Stark’s body is close, eyes glimmering and brows pulled together in irritation. He towers over Peter 
and Peter felt so very small beneath the man’s harsh gaze, but it wasn’t enough for him to give in 
to the demands. He didn’t stop. He couldn’t. His chest hurt and his throat was swelled with a wild 
desperation and he couldn’t fucking breathe! 


He sees May, sitting beside him, driving down the highway at a speed far from safe. Tears trailing 
from her eyes, down her dusty cheeks as she sobbed... Then they hit the car in front of them... 
May died... trying to get them away from the city... away from the very same Tony Stark standing 
in front of him... who was very much alive. 


How could it get any more unfair than that? 


He couldn’t let this killer get away. He couldn’t... His conscience wouldn’t let him walk away 
without some blood to show for it. 


So he pushed, milking the last of his strength out of his exhausted and weakened muscles to escape 
from the restraint of Stark’s grip, and the man was pushed back a couple feet. Peter’s only able to 
land a couple staggering blows on him before Stark has him pinned once more. His grip was 
strong; far stronger than possible for an unenhanced human. 


Peter struggles against him, but it was no use. He could quite literally feel the energy being sucked 
from his body, a strange sting and numbness encompassing both his arms and legs as they finally 
gave in. 


He cried, choking on an angry sob as he threw one last clumsy punch. Stark easily catches it and 
pins his hand back in place against the brick wall. He pushes most of his body weight onto him, 
and Peter can feel the heat emitting from the man’s glowing skin. It was hard to miss with the 
striking contrast of the cold evening. 


“No,” he sobbed. He couldn’t fail. What kind of hero was he if he couldn't even avenge the death 
of his aunt and uncle? 


A heavy weight settles over his bones and the overwhelming anguish and realization of his 
progressing failure breaks the balance he’s been able to maintain, crushing the last of his 
willingness to stand, and he crumbles. 


He was hungry. He was tired. And most importantly... he was a failure. He was weak. 


Tony slowly lowered to the ground with him, keeping a firm grip on his wrists and around his 
waist as he did so. 


Peter cries. 


He was just so tired. He had no fight left in him. He just wanted to curl up on the cold ground and 
cry himself to sleep so he could wake up in the morning and see it had all just been some terrible 
dream. He just wanted to sleep. To just forget the nightmare that was happening right now and go 
back to the time when Tony Stark was nothing more than a subject of study in his research project 
for school. 


In fact, he wouldn’t mind so much if he just didn’t wake up at all. What more was there for him to 
be living for. The only person that would miss him was Ned, and maybe even MJ and Mr. 
Delmar... but they’d get over it eventually. They’d move on and find someone else to take his 
place in their busy lives. And actually /f Tony Stark decided to kill him right now he didn’t think 
he’d mind. It’d be the smart move to make on the man’s part, since y’ know, Peter’s seen his face 
and all that. 


At least he’d finally be able to sleep through the night... he’d never have to wake up ever again 
actually. He was so tired of being alive, of living every day, having to act like everything was fine, 
just because the world wouldn’t stop spinning because he was having a shitty day. 


He cried, mourning for the life he never had the chance to live. Although, he supposed he should 
have mourned for that years ago. His death wasn’t what had taken that chance away from him... 


He felt a heavy hand fall onto the hood covering his head, followed by a soothing stroke that ran 
down his neck and trailed down the spine at his upper back. The weight acted as a steady comfort, 
grounding him to the reality of his own mortality, and the humm and soft shush that followed it 


tickled his chest, finally releasing enough pressure to give him the ability to find his breath. 
“Shhh.” 


And he choked on a hard sob at the momentary feel of serene relief. 
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Day 4: Breakdown / Shushing 


Chapter Summary 


God forgive him, he can’t be strong all the time... 


Chapter Notes 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 


A few moments of peace is all he’s granted before his brain is able to unscramble the shambles left 
of all his thoughts and emotions, meaning he was finally able to discern the circumstance he was 
in, absent of any obstructions. He sobs only once more and his panic is cut off by his own sudden 
coherency and his body lurches away from the comfort like it had burned him, tears drying and the 
quivering in his chest halting in his disgust. It’s like he had completely forgotten the name 
belonging to the warm body sitting next to him in favor of cluelessly wallowing in the affection 
he’d been craving for years. 


“Get away from me!” He spat venomously, but Stark didn't move away. 


So Peter hit him, then shoved him with a harsh grunt, scrambling backwards to put some distance 
between them. 


“Go--” It’s spoken like a desperate whine, and Peter continues throwing his hands around to push 
the man back. To get him away. 


His wrists are grabbed in the midst of another swing, gripped tight in warm hands. 


“Hey...” Stark hummed, “There’s no need for that.” There was no anger or malice in his tone as 
there had been earlier. His voice was smooth and deep, weighing down on him like a heavy 
blanket, trying to keep him calm. 


But it wouldn't work! Peter wouldn’t let it! He won’t let down his guard again. 


Peter whimpered, and as embarrassing as it was, he couldn’t help it. He tugged and pulled 
frantically at the grip restraining his wrists. He doesn’t care about getting justice or inflicting hurt 
on the man anymore, he just wanted to get away. To get as far away from the man as possible. 


“Please,” Peter sobs softly with one last, desperate push against the man’s shoulder. 


“Hey, hey, shhh,” Stark shushed him, adjusting his arm to dodge the weak shove and, instead 
wrapping it around his shoulders, tight, “what’s with all the tears, Spidey?” 


Peter’s chest hiccups with a frustrated sob. 


Could this guy not take a fucking hint? 


“Like you care you motherfucker. Get the hell away from me!” He mustered just enough strength 
for a shove that finally did what he wanted. It dislodged Tony from around him for all of a 
moment. Just enough time for Peter to duck under his arm and stumble back, putting some much 
needed distance between them. 


But Tony didn’t give up. He was already shuffling back towards Peter like a man on a mission... 
The fucker. 
What the hell did Stark want from him? 


Before Peter is even able to catch enough breath to swing away, Tony’s already reached him and 
sat himself down right beside him again. 


“Now, there’s no need for that kind of language kiddo. Why don’t you just tell me what’s got you 
so upset. Despite popular belief, Iam a very good listener.” 


Peter glowered beneath the mask. Like the man wouldn’t even begin to understand the pain he 
caused. The thought alone made Peter nearly scoff. Stark was too selfish and self-centered to give 
a real shit about whatever Peter was feeling. 


“What? Is it not obvious?” Peter snapped, “I know who you are.” 


It felt hot and heavy beneath his mask, like the heat on his skin was turning his tears and sweat into 
steam, dampening his entire face. And he’s sure the front had been completely soaked through by 
his misted tears, snot, and sweat. A familiar heavy hand fell onto his shoulder and this time Peter 
didn’t even try shrugging it away. It’s not like it would make a difference. The man’s already 
shown he had no respect for personal boundaries and Peter has a feeling that wasn’t going to 
change. So, he folds his knees close to his chest and dips his head to hide his face. If he couldn’t 
escape... at least he could pretend he wasn’t here. 


“T am well aware you recognize me.” 


Peter looked up. He looked at Stark’s face. His eyes... the glow, a captivating shine and blend, of 
blue with muted twinkles of orange. It was unnatural yet mesmerising. Almost hypnotic. 


Before Peter had a moment to regrasp where he was and who he was talking to, staring into his 
eyes like he was cast under some sort of spell... and he spoke. The words falling from his mouth 
before he had a moment to force them back down his throat. 


“You killed my Uncle,” he choked, eyes welling with a fresh wave of tears. The words alone made 
him shiver and he felt another ripple of dizziness fall over him, and it made him feel sick. 


The heavy hand rubs slowly down his back. The contact alone made Peter shudder, small tingles 
following the path the hand took down his spine. 


Peter held his breath, muting his cries as best he could. “ You killed him... an-an-and you smiled 
about it.” 


Stark wasn’t smiling now when Peter turned his head up to glare at him. Instead, there was a heavy 
sort of frown settling over his face. The hand grasping his shoulder tightened and instead of feeling 
a threat of confinement, Peter’s chest squeezed and tickled with a sense of safety and support, like 
Stark was able to suck the distress right out of him through the simple connection of his hand 
joined to his shoulder... and Peter’s body responded in kind, drooping with sudden relief, like he’d 
been carrying that truth as if it were a thousand pound weight on his shoulders. 


Peter drops his head, tears flowing freely from his eyes, now completely drenching the mask he 
wore. He sobbed, mourning for his Uncle and his Aunt and mourning for his own failure to avenge 
them. 


“T’m sorry for what you had to lose...” Tony whispers from beside him. His voice was hoarse and 
deep, and Peter could feel the rumbling sensation in the man’s chest through tingles along his own 
sensitive skin. “But I’m not sorry for my actions.” 


The man bows his head, and spoke in a soft, firm tone like he was consoling a small child. 


The words had Peter choking behind a muted growl of anger, and a distressed sob. 


The hand gripping his shoulder migrated back towards his spine, and the man began again the 
small strokes starting from his shoulder blades and falling towards his lower back. Peter hated how 
his body was no longer repulsed by the touch like he knew he should be. Instead, his brain was 
screaming at him, begging him to just lean in to preserve the touch as long as he possibly could. 
It'd been so long since someone had held him like this, just sat there with him and rubbed his back 
as he cried... for years he’s had to do all his crying alone, locked away in his room or in a 
bathroom stall at school. 


“T don’t know who your Uncle was,” Tony continued softly, “but if I was the one who killed him, 
then he deserved it.” 


And those words... Those words were what finally broke the dam. 


HIs Uncle was a good man. He did good things for the people of New York. He risked his life 
saving people. He took Peter in when he had nowhere else to go... even though he hated children. 
He made sacrifices that no evil man like Tony Stark, ever would have made. He was good. 


He may not have been good to him... but he was good to those who deserved it. 
“No,” Peter whispered, shaking his head valiantly, ““No--.” 


He was good... because no one knew. Uncle Ben was good, because Peter was good. Peter never 
told anybody... So how could Tony Stark know? How could Tony Stark enforce justice for a 
crime he never knew was committed. 


No, he was a liar. 


But here Peter sat, in a dark alley in the middle of the night, with the forgotten body of a man 
who'd just been killed, slumped against the opposite wall. And next to him sat the infamous Tony 
Stark. The same Tony Stark responsible for all the suffering Peter’s had to face in his short life. 
The same Tony Stark that was sitting here with him, hand running over the cotton fabric of his 
mask atop his head, then down his neck and back in one long stroke. It was a gesture of affection 
that not even Uncle Ben was prone to showing... and here Peter was receiving it from the very man 
that killed his family. 


It made him sick. 
... and confused. 


He hated that his body was so willing to receive and respond to the comfort. He hates that even if 
he had the strength to kill him at this very moment he probably wouldn’t... and most of all, he 
hates that he doesn’t want the man to leave. 


But despite his resentment, Tony’s words make him falter in his undying hatred for all of a 
moment. He knew the truth of those words. It was the very same truth he’s inquired about ever 
since that day Iron Man stepped down from the pedestal Peter had put him on. There was evil in 
every man; some just hid it better than others. Tony’s take on that philosophy was obviously much 
more extreme, but it was the same basic principle and Peter could see the sense it made. 


But he knows it had to just be an excuse on Stark’s part. There was no way he could’ve possibly 
known. Only he and his Aunt had known the secret, and he never told a soul. Just like he swore he 
wouldn’t. 


Despite what he knew and even his own logic, he found himself falling to the side, body attracted 
like a magnet to the soothing hum vibrating from the man’s chest and the comforting hand on his 
head gently pulling him closer. It was the only comfort he could cling to anymore, the only 
affection offered to his deprived and desperate cravings. And it calmed him... 


His head falls on the strong shoulder, and the man doesn’t move away in disgust like Peter half 
expected him to. Instead, Tony only lifts his hand to rub along his head over the mask, assuring 
him he was more than okay with being the shoulder he needed to cry on. So, Peter did... he cried. 
A cry no longer driven by the anger and desperation he’d started with, but to really mourn what 
he’s lost. It was like when the dam broke, the pressure went with it, and the weight of 
responsibility and independence lifted from his shoulders, drawing out a relieved sob from his 
chest. 


And the hand never halted in it’s comforting strokes... and neither did the soft shushes of 
whispered comfort. He refused to think about the man and the reputation belonging to that hand... 
he just wanted to be at peace for once in his life and not have to think so hard about everything he 
did. So, that’s what he did, tilting his head up until he’s stopped by a warm barrier, feeling the 
warmth leak through his mask and spread over his chilled face. He released a shuddering breath at 
the small weight that then fell to rest on the side of his face, trapping him and encompassing him in 
the reassuring warmth. He melted into it, barely registering the small puff of air that passed over 
his ear in response to his quiet sobs. 


“Shhh,” 


And he didn’t dare open his eyes. 
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Day 5: Rampage / Impale 


Chapter Summary 


Peter's not sure what is real and what is not anymore. Even worse, he doesn't know 
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Peter doesn’t know how long he sat, sobbing on Stark’s shoulder, in that alleyway. All he knows is 
he must have been absolutely exhausted since he ended up crying himself to sleep. Though, when 
he woke up, Stark was long gone. The sun was just beginning to rise above the horizon, small 
splashes of orange and purple barely painting the sky above the high rooftops. It was just enough to 
see the alleyway in its fullness and not be limited by the dark shadows casted on it by the night. 


As soon as the evening’s events made its way through the maze of early morning sleepiness, he 
gulped in a large breath of air and lurched upright, chest heaving with panic as his chest began to 
constrict the airflow. His palms went clammy and his eyes flicked around, searching for any trace 
of Stark’s presence, but not even the dead mugger held victim to the man’s actions was to be seen. 
Any proof of struggle was gone, as was any blood or stains it would have left from the spontaneous 
execution. Blood should be everywhere, just as it had been last night. Peter remembers. He 
remembers the stench, and the color, and the small bits that had coated Stark’s knife. It should 
have been soaked into the concrete beneath, or onto the wall the dead man had been slumped 
against. But there was nothing. It was all gone. 


It was like it never even happened... like it was nothing more than a terrifying fever dream. 


How could it have been a dream? It was too real and obscure and he knew he couldn’t have been 
asleep when it happened because he could still remember it vividly... There were no muted details 
of the event like there usually was in a dream. He could remember everything that happened and 
everything that was said, and it just wouldn’t make sense for it to be a dream. It was strange... but 
it just couldn’t be a dream 


Maybe it was a hallucination. 


He’s heard those could be pretty vivid, and he hadn’t been getting a lot of sleep lately so it was 
plausible. If that was a hallucination, he’d have to start getting a bit more sleep. It was awesome, 
but it was way too realistic for his liking, and if it became a common occurrence it’d be hard to tell 
the difference between reality and, well, not reality. That would get confusing really fast. 


He scrambles up off the hard ground, glancing around with stiff snaps of his head to make sure 


Stark wasn’t about to jump out of some dark corner and grab him. He could feel a small tingle on 
his neck, like someone was watching him, which didn’t help ease the edge, but he was too pressed 
for time to seek out the source. Stark was gone, because Stark was dead. It was as simple as that. 
There was nothing he needed to worry about except getting back to the house before Quentin woke 
up and discovered he had left early for school without even prepping a breakfast for him when he 
awoke. 


He swung back as quickly as he could, sprinting and leaping across rooftops until he finally 
reached the familiar neighborhood. He climbed through his unlocked window and checked his 
bedroom door as well as the chair he’d propped against it to find that nothing had been tampered 
with, thankfully. He could still hear the snores from Beck emitting from the living room 
downstairs, which meant he had a good few minutes before he had to get breakfast started. A 
relieved sigh leaves him and he can feel the tenseness in his muscles give way, which was all he 
needed to spur himself into his morning routine. 


Ironically, the sleep he had in the alley in the middle of his patrol was the best sleep he’d had in a 
while. The Tony Stark person his mind had conjured up must have had a very comfortable 
shoulder to lie against. 


“Blegh,” he stuck out his tongue in disgust at the mere thought. 


Stupid Tony Stark. He doesn’t know what his hallucinating mind was thinking. Why of all the 
people living in his memory-- dead and alive-- why did his mind decide to seek solace in the one 
man he hated with his whole being? The man that had crushed his innocence and prompted this 
dark, distrustful side of him that he hadn’t had before? And now his brain was trying to use that 
same person to elicit remorse, sympathy, and resurrect his innocence? It didn’t make sense. Or 
maybe it made the most sense... Maybe this was his way of healing; a way to face the source of 
his trauma instead of forever wading around in ignorance. 


He frowned. 
No. It was definitely just stupid. 


While he’s busy murmuring about the stupidity he pulls on a pair of jeans draped over his laundry 
basket and headed towards the bathroom for his morning shower. He needed it after a whole night 
sleeping beside a rancid dumpster. 


Several weeks passed by after his whole episode in the alley and Peter was still unsure whether it 
was real or not. The more time that passed, the blurrier the night became and the stupider it felt to 
think it was real. He was curious though, and there was a small smidgen of hope that he might run 
into the man again to prove it hadn’t just been a conjuring of his sleep-addled mind. On the off 
chance that it had all been real, he used dry nights of his patrol to stalk the same street and cluster 
of buildings at the same time of night he’d come across him, and he’d hang out around the area for 
as long as he could bear it before he’d end up chiding himself for being so stupid and gullible. 


The more days that passed without any sign of the Stark, the more and more credibility he gave to 
his whole hallucination theory. 


He was both glad and disappointed it hadn’t been real, but he was only disappointed that he 
wouldn’t be given a second chance at killing the bastard. There was no other reason. In another life 
where Tony Stark hadn’t gone nuts, Peter might have been excited to seek the man out for 
guidance. He was a true legend, one that Peter would trade anything for the opportunity to get 
advice from. And now, he was the last living Avenger and ‘oh the stories he probably knows... if 


he was actually alive, that is. He wouldn't hesitate to consult the man regarding his scientific 
accomplishments either. The technology that went into his suit and the devices he’d engineered for 
SI before the entire company fell through with both his and Pepper’s absence... he alone had 
driven society into an entirely new technological era. He was a genius, and his brain was one Peter 
would love to go head to head with. 


This wasn’t some other life though. In this life, Tony Stark was mad; he was untrustworthy, and he 
killed Uncle Ben. So, no, if Peter was seeking him out, it was with the sole purpose to get long 
overdue vengeance. No other reason. 


But that was all moot at this point. It’d been three weeks without a trace of the infamous man. So, 
he felt it was time to deem it official... it was all in his head. Tony Stark was dead, and he had been 
for a long time, and he would continue to remain that way for a long time. 


Peter doesn’t breathe a word of his suspicions to another soul, not even Ned. Because then he’d 
have to explain why he was hallucinating in the first place. Why he wasn’t getting enough sleep or 
enough food. And Why he was out in the middle of the night “witnessing a mugging” to begin with. 
No. There was no need to cause that kind of uproar from his friend just because his brain had 
decided to play a dirty trick on him. So, he continues about his business, keeping his delirious 
midnight visions to himself. 


On top of all that frustration, Beck was in one of his moods. Work was becoming a bit difficult 
according to him, and Peter didn’t Jhave to listen to his nightly tales of complaints to know the man 
was more frustrated than normal. He could tell just based on his heightened irritability, and the 
major increase in alcohol consumption. So, Peter worked extra hard not to irritate him. He made 
dinner, cleaned the kitchen, did his homework without any complaint, and when the man did 
eventually pass out in front of the TV like he always did, Peter snuck out his window and patrolled 
for as long as his eyes would remain open. 


Fighting became more difficult now, and he could tell his stamina and his strength had both taken a 
hit thanks to his exhaustion and lack of food, but there was nothing he could do to fix these things. 
If he wanted to continue helping people and continue to avoid Beck’s anger, he’d have to continue 
doing what he was doing whether it was healthy for him or not. He took extra precautions to 
compensate though because he noticed after one particularly bad night, that his healing wasn’t 
exactly up to par, and basic biology led him back to the same source: lack of food and lack of 
sleep. 


But that’s just it, he’s being careful. He doesn't have a surplus of either of those things just yet, so 
he’s making the needed changes to account for it. 


He’ll be able to at least make up for the sleep once winter break hits. Beck was supposed to go to 
his sisters for Christmas, which meant Peter got the entire house to himself for a whole week. 


He groaned just thinking about the prospect of being able to sleep in. He collapsed on one of the 
roofs, bending his head to his knees to rest his eyes for a moment. Weekends wouldn’t be full of 
chores at least, and he could spread them out through the week until Beck got back. God, it 
sounded absolutely heavenly. 


The thought alone already had him growing even more tired. And he would’ ve probably fallen 
asleep right there if he hadn’t heard the small ring of an alarm two blocks away. 


He groaned. 


Of all the nights he would lay around, wishing for something to happen, the world decides to spark 


some action now? 
Oh, the woes of being a late night superhero. 


He grumbled as he pushed himself back to his feet and swung himself across downtown to land in 
front of a tiny family owned restaurant. The windows have been blown in and the door was ripped 
from its hinges, discarded into the mess littering the road in front of the construction site right next 
door. There were tools and loose materials all across the empty street, but it was obvious the harm 
to the restaurant was recent and purposeful damage considering the still beeping alarm in the back. 
This building didn’t look to be marked for demolition. 


“Hello?” He calls. He wasn’t sure what he’d find. The inside was dark and there were no lingering 
witnesses to provide a statement about what happened. So, Peter crept forward into the small 
restaurant. Once inside he transfers himself quietly to the ceiling to avoid the glass and splintered 
wood littering the floor below. He crawls his way towards the kitchen where he can distinctly hear 
the clattering of pots and pans behind the closed kitchen doors. Perhaps the person was looking for 
the safe in the back... 


He pushes one of the doors open with a careful hand and drops down and he’s faced with the large, 
hairy silhouette of a man, hunched over a big tupperware of old food. Peter wrinkled his nose at the 
disgusting noises the large man was making as he shoveled handfuls of the mush into his mouth 
like he was starved, scarfing it down with disgusting slurps and finishing it off with a loud belch 
before tossing it aside and reaching for another one. 


“Hey man,” Peter spoke up. The guy could prove to be dangerous and Peter needed to know what 
his intentions were so he could be prepared to restrain him if he happened to have a proclivity 
towards violence. He couldn't have a giant, hulk-like man, going around hurting innocent civilians. 


The man roars as he spins around abruptly, and Peter’s able to catch a glimpse of his face as he 
jumps to avoid the large sweep of his arm. Its face was mutilated and disformed and Peter takes a 
startled step back as the man shuffles towards him like he were a hairless gorilla... which actually 
made for a pretty good name. Gorilla-Man. 


“Woah,” he holds up his hands and backs slowly out of the kitchen. “Hey, hey-- I’m not here to--” 


He’s interrupted by another howling roar that pierces his eardrums. Peter clamps his hands over his 
ears and the beast of a man bounds forward while he’s distracted, launching his body with strong 
arms and showing off a bared set of fangs. And with one simple swing of the large arm, Peter’s 
sent flying out of the restaurant and careening into the tiny little antique shop across the street. 


“Ohh, that doesn’t feel good,” Peter groans, sprawled across the shattered glass littering the floor, 
surrounded by creepy dolls that had fallen from the shelves upon impact. It was a place of 
nightmares, really. 


Another loud roar pierces the uncanny quiet streets of Queens and a couple blocks over, Peter can 
hear the distinct cries of fear as people are alerted to Gorilla-Man’s rage. And it has Peter snapping 
back to attention, that’s for sure. 


He forces himself up, shaking off the vertigo and jumps through the broken display window, 
launching back onto the street with only a slight stumble. Gorilla-Man spins to face him with an 
angry growl. 


“Spider-Man,” the words sounded like a mumble with the way they had been mushed together with 
a loud growl, like a real gorilla just learning how to speak. The man’s shoulders lifting and back 


straightening. He stood at least 7-foot tall. 


“Hey man,” Peter rambles, “I don’t know what genetic experiment you just came from, but I sure 
hope you didn’t have to get bitten by a radioactive gorilla to turn into THA-AT--!! WOAH! Cool 
your jets man!” Peter dodged the large sweep of his arm just in time, taking to the air on his webs. 
He made a large arc in the air, depositing himself right on the man’s muscular back and he shot 
webs, one arm aimed over each shoulder, to stick his abnormally large hands to the street below 
them, but it didn’t hinder the man in the slightest. Instead, he jumped, flipped in the air, and landed 
on the road with Peter left, gasping for breath beneath him. He stands, and Peter is left lying in the 
broken crater of road, curled on his side as he wheezes and coughs himself through the sudden 
impact on his lungs. 


He coughs a couple more times before pushing himself up again. He had a feeling that he’d be 
walking away from this fight with several new, flashy injuries that wouldn’t be healing for several 
weeks... if he could walk away at all after this was over. Who knew, maybe he’d have to resort to a 
slow, meandering crawl to get back home. 


Luckily, he was able to avoid any further hits, and it appeared Gorilla-Man was growing more 
sluggish as time continued. But Peter’s swings became sloppy as the exhaustion slowly settled in. 
He was sweating and wheezing with effort. Apparently his endurance had taken quite a toll from 
his recent sleeping and eating habits as well. Luckily, Peter could tell it was nearing the end of 
their fight. He was glad too, because it was coming up on 2am and he already felt like passing out. 
Getting up to do chores tomorrow was going to be a pain. 


The desperation made him sloppy though, just as the rumbling in his stomach did. The whole pizza 
he’d been gifted earlier in the night had apparently already made its way through his system and 
his body was craving a heaping of new calories. 


As he swung, once more, in front of his opponent-- bad move, he knew that now-- the gorilla man 
grabbed onto his foot and yanked. Hard. Peter would have puked with the force he was spun 
around like a ragdoll, and he felt a crushing pain in his ankle as the man gripped him hard as he 
was slammed down onto the asphalt, right beside a large pile of bags filled with powdered concrete 
placed along the sidewalk... Peter’s head was swimming and he nearly saw stars, but he was lucid 
and salty enough to scoff in disdain at the destination Mr. Gorilla-Man had chosen to slam him 
down at. 


Could the guy have not bothered with angling his arm thirty degrees to the left? It would’ve still 
hurt! But at least his head wouldn’t be screaming and his ears wouldn’t be bleeding right now. 


He felt bile begin rise from his throat and he thinks that maybe that was a result of his newly 
acquired head injury and he turns on his side with a long groan, waiting for the inevitable gagging 
to start. 


He hears the monkey man stampeding towards him but he really didn’t give a shit. It was a cool 
way to die at least... Spider-Man pummeled to death by a pale, mutated gorilla-man. It wasn’t the 
lamest way to go at least, but it wasn’t exactly the most peaceful either. 


He timed it in his head... approximately two and a half more seconds before the large fists began 
to pound him into the pavement like the angry rage monster he was. And right on time, just as his 
internal timer hits zero, he hears a loud clang... like something impacting with metal. 


He turns onto his back once more and squints to clear the spinning blurbs of color, and he isn’t sure 
if it’s another hallucination or not, but he sees the shape of a familiar man standing above him, 
going head to head with Gorilla-Man’s fist caught in his much smaller, shiny hand like it was 


nothing more than an inconvenience for him. 


Then he sees the orange sparkle of fairy lights climbing up the man’s neck and along the side of 
his jaw... he sees the red glow of his arm illuminating the familiar patterns of the iconic armor. 
Though... this time instead of red, the base of the color scheme was a deep, dark, inky black which 
was only illuminated by the red hue emitting from the crevices of the armor and the highlights of 
gold weaving through it. 


It was Tony Stark. 


He stood this time with a white dress shirt, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, black slacks cinched off 
with a dark belt, and the plating of unmistakable armor coating his right arm. His feet are spread, 
one braced behind him beside Peter’s waist, and the other outstretched to balance himself beneath 
Gorilla-Man’s strength. His shoulders were drawn tight, his flesh hand lifting to support the 
armored one as his body absorbs the force of the attack, fully shielding Peter from harm. Peter 
couldn’t help but admire the form and show of strength Stark displayed. The strength it required to 
hold back the blow of the enhanced man wasn’t something a simple human body could withstand. 
He knew the strength well enough after being thrown too and fro so many times. 


As expected, the gorilla man didn’t appreciate the unexpected turn of events and he howled, 
pulling back to stomp around like he were in the midst of a tantrum. Stark suddenly took flight 
somehow and Peter flinched in shock, blinking and shaking his head to clear the startled stars that 
immediately took over him. Was Tony Stark really flying? The gorilla man took chase as Stark 
slowly hovered a circle around him, and that’s when Peter spotted the dark, heavy pair of boots 
with a red tinge emitting from the soles. 


“Well aren’t you a strange fella,” Tony’s voice rumbled with a chuckle, deep and dark, and 
sounding suspiciously like it had the night Peter witnessed him murder that mugger in cold blood. 
“Maybe under different circumstances I’d consider studying you to find what makes you tic-k. Too 
bad you decided to mess with the wrong kid.” 


Quicker than Peter could properly process, the shine of his armor climbed up his shoulder and 
curved over the slope of his neck before it stopped, and a small turret formed atop his shoulder, 
firing a countless number of silent little bullets towards Gorilla-Man’s chest. 


He collapsed in a pile of muscly limbs. 


Now that the impending threat of being smashed to death was gone, Peter slowly relaxed, leaning 
his head back against the curb where it had landed earlier. His vision turns blurry and white and he 
blinks rapidly to force himself awake to ensure he remembered this moment. He’s watching Iron 
Man... he’d watched Iron Man in action... Iron Man saved him. 


Tony slowly lowers from the air in front of him, clothes still impeccable as the thrusters on his feet 
cut out and he lands with the quiet tap of his normal shoes. Peter grinned, feeling a little loopy... 
he was about to meet Tony Stark for real. This couldn’t be a dream. There was absolutely no way. 
It couldn’t be a hallucination either... or else he’d be dead. 


... Maybe he was dead. 


“You’re Iron Man,” Peter couldn’t help but giggle. He couldn’t move his limbs, but that didn’t 
bother him all that much yet. The delirium was beginning to set in and he couldn’t find it in 
himself to care. 


Tony looked worried though as he knelt down beside him. Peter watched in fascination as the 


armor encasing his arm slowly bleeds away and drips down his biceps, then forearm, to condense 
into an innocent looking watch. 


“Sure am, Spidey,” he smiled, reaching out towards his head. In that moment Peter wasn’t even 
minorly concerned about the man removing his mask as he’d usually be. “You took quite a hit to 
the head there, kiddo. You okay?” 


Peter giggles again. 


“Yeah that’s not a good sign--” Suddenly Tony’s whipped from his view and a piercing cry startles 
him from his loopy state like a splash of cold water hitting his face. 


Gorilla-Man stands tall, chest heaving with struggled breaths as he stands in the street, glaring to 
Peter’s left. Peter turns too and he feels his eyes bug out and a panic overtake him once more. 


Tony was there, face contorted in pain, back arched awkwardly to accompany the long piece of 
metal rebar piercing him through the abdomen. It was angled out of the demolished concrete of the 
sidewalk and before, Peter didn’t even think it to be a hazard until that very moment. 


The sight pulled any of the remaining air from his lungs and he looked frantically between the man 
who rescued him and the beast who had almost succeeded in killing him. 


It was a blind instinct that took over him. Consisting of panic, anger, and a need for vengeance. 
Peter doesn’t know why he did it. Maybe it was the fear or a case of misplaced anger, but he kills 
him.... Several layers of webbing swung around its neck, cinching it tight from his position on the 
beast's shoulders, Peter’s able to suck the life right out of him. 


And as the monkey man collapses on his front, Peter doesn’t let go. Even tightening his hold just 
to ensure the job was finished, gripping the webbing he had wrapped around his own hands so tight 
it was cutting off the circulation, shaking uncontrollably where he stood on the man’s back. 


When he does eventually let go, and his mind clears, he releases his hold and stumbles away. He 
doesn’t care that his head is spinning, or his ankle feels swollen, or that his ribs very well may be 
broken... 


He just killed someone. A very dangerous someone who seemed more animal than a person... but 
it was still a someone. A someone who he had killed. With his bare hands. Willingly... 
Consciously 


He turns, glancing up and down the street to see if anyone had witnessed his moment of blood- 
thirsty desperation, but he saw no one... not even Tony. 


The man was gone, as was the spike that had impaled him. 


And all that left in his wake was a trail of almost indiscernible blood droplets leading into the half 
demolished building behind him. 


Chapter End Notes 


Did anyone get the reference... the Rampage prompt reference?? Anybody? (Lol, I 
thought it was clever, but what do I know.) 


Anyways! Yeah, things are starting to happen! Obviously, as you can tell, Peter's not 
going to be the conventional goody-goody Peter we all know and love. But 
considering what he's been through and what he's seen... I think he has a right to be a 
little less happy-go-lucky and innocent. 


So [hope you all enjoyed! I love hearing your thoughts! 


Day 6: Redemption / "Don't Move"' 


Chapter Summary 


Peter follows after Tony, and he can say with almost complete certainty now... this 
was definitely not a hallucination. 


Chapter Notes 


Ok here's the next part! Hope you all enjoy!! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Despite his growing disgust, Peter shakes his head to clear the stars and follows after the small trail 
of blood leading through the demolition. It couldn’t just be his imagination this time. There was 
just no way. 


Tony Stark came and saved him and Peter would’ ve died if he hadn’t shown up, or at the very least 
he’d have been hospitalized for several weeks, which would’ ve then would have led to a terrible 
domino effect. His identity would have surely been discovered via his freaky Spidey DNA, which 
would have created problems with CPS and Beck and then the state would probably end up selling 
him to SHIELD to be some sort of child soldier. 


He follows the trail closely, straining his eyes to keep his focus trained on the path ahead. He 
clutched the side of his head as he stumbled along the open floor of the large building. The interior 
seemed to be the last part of the construction process; the whole place was just a maze of heavy 
machinery and building materials. At least that meant there were no walls he had to worry about 
running into while in the midst of his foggy state; nothing more than a dark warehouse. 


He continued in his trek, staring hard at the cold concrete floor. He just needed to get to Tony. He 
wasn’t sure why, but that had been his first instinct when he came to. His head wasn’t yet clear 
enough to determine whether it was because he wanted to try and kill the man again or thank him 
for saving his life. 


It wasn’t until he’d trekked across the whole floor and the blood splatters led him out the 
emergency exit in the back that he finally spotted him. The man was hobbling across the street 
with the rebar pole still piercing through his abdomen and lower back. Peter followed him as 
quietly as he could, stealthily creeping along above by rooftop until he followed him all the way to 
an old, abandoned apartment building. There was no light on in the lobby area, and Peter braces his 
hands against the ledge he was perched on to keep his balance as a minor dizzy spell catches up 
with him. He watches Stark as close as his fuzzy sight could manage as the man pulls out a set of 
keys from his slacks and begins the slow process of unlocking the main locks of the heavy lobby 
doors. He was obviously struggling, and his hand shook every time he tried to line up his hand to 
slot a key into one of the locks. 


As soon as he’s through the door, Peter leaps from the roof and rushes forward with haste, hoping 
the man wouldn’t take the time to lock the door behind him. 


He hadn’t... Thank goodness. 


And just as Peter poked his head through the entrance he saw Tony activate the thrusters in his 
shoes and begin ascending the stairs off to the side of the small lobby. The elevator to the right had 
bright yellow caution tape blocking it off and Peter couldn’t help but frown as he stared at the 
dingy staircase. 


Cheater. 


Peter doesn’t dare try to go upside down, sideways, or any other which way that isn’t right side up. 
His stomach was already doing somersaults and his head didn’t need any more blood to gush from 
the open wound he’s pretty sure is resting at the back of his skull. So, he walks up the stairs like a 
normal, boring, unenhanced human being. The carpet lining the stairs was frayed, and the edges 
looked to be eaten away by rats or mice. He didn’t even want to know the state the rest of the 
building was in; probably filled to the brim with termites, bed bugs, and roaches. Yuck. 


He wasn’t even sure which floor he was supposed to be going to. Hopefully it wasn’t too far up or 
he might just have to pass out on the stairs for a few minutes before continuing. 


He follows the blood drips all the way to the top floor. He wasn’t counting the floors, but his guess 
would be at about 20 based on the raw exhaustion in his legs. 


There was only one door, and it was cracked open slightly, which Peter took as an open invitation 
to indulge in his prone nosiness. 


The room was dark and big. Peter could see the distinct outline of furniture through the shadows 
casted on them from the fire crackling in the fireplace towards the back, the soft light highlighting 
the sharp edges and contours of the various furnishings. 


He sees a distinct profile limp into view from the right of the fireplace. Peter could hear his pained 
grunts with every step, and the harsh wheezes he released with every outtake of breath. 


For some reason he felt guilty, even though he knew he shouldn’t. The man deserved every bit of 
pain he got. No amount of hurt in the world can atone for the hurt he caused... but this time he got 
hurt saving Peter. 


He steps out from the foyer, a rekindling of determination swelling in his chest as the man across 
the room collapses onto the couch. 


“Are you okay?” He asks into the dark, quiet room. 


Stark jumped to his feet with such speed and precision Peter would’ ve begun to doubt he still had a 
large piece of metal piercing through his body if he couldn’t see it with his own eyes. 


It was hard to define the details of the silhouette in the position Stark modeled, all condensed into 
one muddled lump of indistinguishable shapes, but with enough squinting and a few crackles of 
light from the fire shining just right, he was able to make out the shape of a gun pointed squarely at 
him. The light reflected almost perfectly over the metal when the man changed the angle of his 
arm ever so slightly. 


Peter instantly threw his hands up beside his head on instinct, wincing and stumbling over his feet 
at the sudden vertigo that overcame him once again because of the sudden movement. 


“Don’t move.” Tony instructed, voice hoarse and strained. 


“S-sorry!” Peter squeaked, “I just came to make sure you were okay after what happened.” 
Peter cursed at himself. Was he really apologizing to this bastard? 


The form of the man’s head tilts slightly. “Spidey?” He slowly lowers the gun and sighs with a 
heavy groan. “God kid, you scared the shit outta me.” 


“S-sorry.” 
Why was he apologizing?! 
If anyone was to be apologizing it should be Tony Stark. 


“Tt’s fine kid,” Tony sighed, and now Peter was close enough to make out the highlights of his 
face. He looked tired. “It’s late though. You should be headed back home.” 


Peter stared at the spike of metal still poking out from the man’s stomach. He didn’t move an inch. 
“You're hurt.” 
Tony waves his hand in a wish-washy manner. “I'll be fine. Now go so I can pull this thing out.” 


Peter’s muscles felt stiff with tension and adrenaline. This was a prime opportunity to kill him... 
while he was weak and tired, but instead, the anger he felt from weeks ago seemed to have 
amended into worry. Maybe it was the concussion he knew had or the large quantities of blood 
spilling from his head and the other various lacerations littering his body. Despite both those 
factors, he still felt the sudden onset of empathy for the villain was odd. “Ill help.” 


Stark shoots him a look and Peter notices that same shimmer of orange in his eyes as the man 
carefully considered the proposal. 


“T’m good thanks... but this thing has to come out right now, so you need to either get out of here 
or turn yourself around to save yourself from the disgust.” One hand grips the end protruding from 
his front, and the other lifts to twirl his finger in a small circle as a gesture to accompany his 
words. 


So, Peter turned around obediently. And, in a better state of mind he might have considered the 
potential danger of placing your back towards a known maniac, but he wasn’t, so he didn’t. He 
hears the sickening sound (“schkK!”) of metal pulling against flesh, and the low tone of a timbered 
growl that followed it. 


“Ok,” Tony huffed a few seconds later, and Peter turned to find the man with a white cloth of some 
sort pressed tight to where the metal had once been, trudging away from the couch with a deep 
frown on his face. Peter sees the leftover metal discarded on the table, coated in dark blood. Both 
sides looked like they’d been cut by a blade of some sort, their ends smooth and exposed. 


How did he survive that? Or, better yet, how was he able to make his way all the way back here 
with that thing in his body, pull it out, then continue on as normal? 


“T should have never tampered with that stupid Extremis.” 


Tony was muttering from further into the room, having moved away from the haloing light of the 
fireplace, and Peter’s gaze was torn away by the man’s statement, looking in his direction to find 
the man holding up some sort of device to the exposed wound, a spray of some sort spouting from 
it and coating the irritated flesh. 


“Extremis?” 

Peter felt he knew that name. 

Tony’s head snapped up to look at him, eyebrows pulling closer together suspiciously. 

“You heard that?” 

Peter shrugged, and Stark trudged closer to him, cloth placed firmly over his wound once more. 


“Tt’s nothing important... just me trying to fix a mistake that was made several years ago. I used to 
heal real quick back then, and I just thought it might come in handy right about now.” 


Peter can feel himself begin to sway ever so slightly. “I heal fast too,” he smiled, squinting his eyes 
slowly to try and make the colored blurbs go away by force. 


Tony squints back at him. 
“You okay there, kid?” 


Tony grabs him, and Peter’s reaction time was horrifically off kilter, he doesn’t even think to flinch 
away until Stark’s pulling him towards the couch and then pushing him into the seat. 


“You took a pretty nasty hit. How’s your head.” 
““M fine,” Peter mutters, lifting his hand to rub at his throbbing skull. 


“So I guess that means you won’t mind me taking a little look. Just to make sure,” Tony lifts a 
brow, and Peter doesn’t fully grasp what he’s saying until the man grabs at the hem of his mask 
around his neck. Thank goodness his reaction time wasn’t completely cuput because Peter’s arm 
shoots up just in time to stop him before his mask could be ripped off his face. 


“No.” 


Tony frowns, and the light from the fire behind him illuminated the sharp indent of his brows 
pulling together. 


“Tf I really wanted to know who you were, I’d know. The mask isn’t an obstacle.” And with that, 
Tony pries Peter's fingers from around his wrist and tears off the mask before Peter had a moment 
to protest. The man doesn’t even take a moment to examine his face; he just pushes and pulls at 
Peter’s shoulder until he’s rolling to lie on his side. Stark examines the back of his head with 
prodding fingers even as Peter tries to shimmy away from the contact. 


“You’ve lost quite a bit of blood, kiddo,” He hissed, “Ill be right back. Stay right here. Don’t 
move.” 


And with that he was gone. Peter stares at the back of the couch and lifts his hand to wipe the 
sweat and dirt from his face, as well as some of the blood from a few cuts he received. He didn’t 
bother disobeying, figuring that if the man meant him any harm he’d have done it already. 


When Tony returns, he kneels beside the couch and Peter releases a startled hiss when a cold 
compress is suddenly pressed to the back of his skull. 


“IT know, I know,” Tony consoles with such a soft, consoling tone, that Peter would’ ve never 
expected to come out of the man’s mouth. “I’m just cleaning away all the blood so I can get a good 
look.” 


Peter’s stomach clenches painfully, and he flinches, curling into himself and wrapping his arms 
around his middle. 


Tony notices. “Are you okay?” 
“Sick,” Peter whines like he was a child, body convulsing slightly as he holds in the retch. 


“Shit!” Stark manhandles him so he’s leaning over the edge of the couch just in time for his heave. 
Nothing comes up of course, because his stomach has been empty for a good few hours and it 
would continue to remain that way for a few hours more. “Yeah, you’ve definitely got a 
concussion.” Tony mutters, sitting there beside Peter on the couch, rubbing up and down his spine 
in slow strokes. 


“ll give you two choices,” Tony says after Peter finishes and the cramping in his stomach calms 
down. “You're either going to go to the hospital, or you’re going to stay here tonight so I can 
monitor you. What’s it gonna be?” 


Peter panics... he couldn’t stay away all night! Beck would have a fit if he went up to Peter’s room 
in the morning and saw he had left before making him breakfast. And even worse! Leaving on a 
weekend?! Chore day?! There was no way he’d survive the weekend. He tried standing from the 
couch, but Tony easily pushed him back down and Peter barely had enough strength left to keep 
himself sitting up. He ended up flopping to the side and closing his eyes to catch his breath. 


A glowy blue light passed over his face while his eyes were still closed and they snapped open just 
in time to see the blue light cut off and Stark pull his hand away from where it had been hovering 
above his face. Then the man turns his wrist to stare at his watch display. “Yeah you’ re definitely 
not going anywhere tonight.” 


Peter feels woozy, and his head really does hurt. He doesn’t think he can walk out of this building, 
let alone home, even if he tried. He wanted to pass out just thinking about those stupid stairs. 
Sadly, Peter has the suspicion that his head wouldn’t be healing as soon as it usually would. Not 
without the proper amount of calories. 


Tony sits with him. 


After he’d wrapped up Peter’s head with some gauze and cleaned a few of the already healing cuts 
on his face, he forced Peter to lay down on the couch and relax. 


“You gotta stay awake for a couple hours, so let's talk.” Tony sits right beside his head, and Peter 
really didn’t want to talk. All he wanted to do was sleep. He didn’t even care about Beck, or the 
repercussions he’d face when he went back the next morning if it meant he could get some fucking 
sleep. 


“--your name?” 


Peter blinks, mind suddenly tuning back into the moment just in time for a little bit of delirium to 
settle in. 


“T asked you your name,” Tony chuckled, patting his head gently. 


“Oh...” Peter paused and contemplated whether he should share. The man had already ripped the 
mask off his face... “I’m P’ ter.” 


“Tt’s nice to meet you Peter. I’m glad to have a name and face to place behind the mask.” Peter 
craned his head back just a bit to look back at the man, only to find him smiling down at him. 


He thinks it makes him look pretty nice; like the Tony Stark he used to see on TV back before the 
Avengers banded together, and it makes him wonder what had changed... was it really Pepper’s 
death that had made such a drastic change in the man? 


“You know...” Peter begins without even knowing where he was going with the line of words. 
“You don’t seem like the person everyone said you were.” 


He feels Tony pat his head gently before he speaks. “Well you can’t blame people, kid. What I did 
was pretty terrible in their eyes. They have a right to be scared and talk ill of me. They should.” 


Peter grunts. He wasn’t very pleased with the answer. “You’re not the best... but you’re not the 
worst. You saved me and then you fixed my head.” He nearly slaps himself in the face with the lax 
gesture pointing towards his skull. 


“Yes, and this one encounter should define your entire view of me,” Tony replied sarcastically with 
a self-demeaning chuckle. 


Peter pauses... should he really be letting this one night define everything he knew and felt about 
Tony Stark? This man killed hundreds of people, his uncle included. The uncle this man said 
deserved to die. In some ways, Peter didn’t see any fault in that logic... but again, as he had 
thought earlier. There was no way Stark could have known. 


“You were right you know,” Peter whispers, words spilling from his mouth before he even had 
time to censor it. Tony doesn’t acknowledge the words except with a slight grunt, and Peter could 
already feel himself slipping at the pull of sleep. “Don’ know how you coulda known... b’t you’re 
right.” 


But he was right... Tony Stark was right. Maybe Peter hadn’t realized it at the time, but his Uncle 
deserved to die for what he did. He was no hero, and Tony Stark knew exactly what he was doing 
when he killed him. 


“ “bout my Uncle...” 


Chapter End Notes 
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Day 7: Teamwork / Manipulation 


Chapter Summary 


Stark has some questions, and so does Peter. However Tony's answers only lead to 
more questions. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Peter’s awoken by a sharp pain registering at the back of his head, and the throb of a migraine 
aching through his entire skull. It stings and without any thought to control his instinctive 
responses, he releases a pained whine and shifts slightly against the soft cushions beneath him. 


He forces himself to open his eyes just a smidge so he could at least case his surroundings because 
this did not feel like his room back at Beck’s house. For one, he couldn’t sense the familiar 
pungent scent of alcohol wafting up from the floor below him, which never failed to greet him 
every morning. But what he does see is a tall glass of water and a simple plate of scrambled eggs 
placed on a coffee table in front of the couch he had apparently fallen asleep on. 


“Wha?” He slowly begins to prop himself up on his elbows, muscles feeling weak, and bones 
aching against the pressure. He squints his eyes and lifts a hand to place over his pounding skull 
and groans once more. 


“Take it easy. You took quite a beating last night, kid.” 


At the sudden voice, Peter’s awareness perks and he sits up just a bit too quickly, on alert, and 
instantly his head begins to spin. 


A displeased scoff emitted from the same place as the voice from moments ago. “What did I just 
say?” 


The spinning stops just in time for Peter to look up and meet the blue eyes of the devil himself and 
he shuffles away in a panic, no longer bothered by the harsh ache spreading over his entire body. 


“Don’t look at me like that.” The man doesn’t even look at him as he says it, and instead reaches 
out to grab the glass of water still resting on the coffee table, holding it out towards Peter. “If I 
wanted to hurt you, I would’ve done it already. Now drink, and eat, and then I'll give you some 
ibuprofen for that headache.” 


Peter holds the glass when it's shoved into his hand. He thinks he still might be in shock. He tries 
to remember last night, and it comes back to him in slow bursts. Tony saved him... Tony got hurt 
because of him... Tony fixed him. And now Tony knew who he was. The small blurbs give him 
just enough confidence to actually open his mouth and speak. 


“It won’ work,” he slurs slowly before lifting the glass to take a tentative sip. 


Tony’s already walking away again, moving towards what Peter assumes to be the kitchen, judging 
by the bar counter now blocking the man’s lower half from view. 


“IT know you’ve got an enhanced metabolism, Spidey. They don’t call me a genius for nothin’. ’ve 
got stuff that’s a bit stronger than your usual Advil. It should work.” He begins rummaging 
through a cabinet above, and Peter watches him carefully. 


“Why do you have it?” As always, Peter’s curiosity wins out over his shyness and confusion. The 
answer could very well lead back to the man’s display of inhuman abilities. Perhaps he was 
enhanced as well... 


Tony found what he needed. He pulls out a small bottle and begins examining the label as he 
speaks. “I have an enhanced metabolism too.” Hit the nail right on the head. “It used to be stronger 
a few years ago, since I’ve done so much tampering with it lately.” He moves back towards Peter 
and places the bottle beside the plate of eggs. “Take two,” he pushes the eggs closer, “but eggs 
first.” Then he’s moving away again, this time in the opposite direction and Peter turns to follow 
his form. 


He was moving towards the wall of shades hiding the windows behind it. Already, Peter could see 
the morning light beginning to peek through cracks of the drawn curtains, shining just enough light 
into the space that the area was at least visible. 


Then, suddenly, without any warning the drapes are pulled back and Peter releases an annoyed 
hiss, covering his eyes with his hand, recoiling further into the cushions of the couch. He could 
hear Tony laugh then do the same with the next set of drapes, casting even more light into the once 
dark room. 


“You’re not part vampire are you? I know you only go out at night, but I never considered that to 
be the reason.” The man was laughing as he spoke and Peter knew he was joking to try and get a 
laugh out of him, but the light was so bright and he couldn't help but begin to wonder how late in 
the morning it was for the sun to be shining damned bright. 


Eventually he risks opening his eyes, squinting against the sharp sting as the light hits his eyes. He 
reaches for the plate of eggs so he could eat them and get those darned pills into his system as 
quickly as possible. And just when his first forkul is about to enter his mouth, he looks up, halts in 
utter shock, and the fork promptly falls from his hand. 


“Oh my god,” he whispers as the fork clatters on the plate. From what he had seen of the outside of 
this building he was totally expecting some hill-billy hobo-esque decor, but now with the light to 
properly illuminate every square inch, the place was borderline luxurious. By far the fanciest place 
he’d ever stepped foot into. 


The furniture was all colored in browns and whites, and the fireplace was carved out of a beautiful 
marble wall extending all the way from the wooden floors to the top of the high ceilings. The only 
thing that made it look like it hadn’t been ripped out of some luxury home magazine was the 
clutter spread through the space. 


“T thought- I thought you couldn’t...” Peter’s words got caught tight in his throat as he continued to 
balk. “How did you even-- Did you rob a bank?!” 


That probably wasn’t the best accusation, but it slipped from his mouth before he could bother to 
filter it. Luckily, Tony didn’t take any offense, and he moved to join him on the couch with his 
own plateful of eggs. Instead, he actually laughed. “Not exactly, but there are definitely perks to 
having a skewed moral compass, Pete. Also, you know, I used to be a billionaire genius, not an 
idiot. I grabbed my cash when I planned to go AWOL.” 


“Wow,” was all Peter managed to say in return. 


“This isn’t even half of it,” Tony brags, “my workshop is downstairs, and so is the movie room and 
library. 


Oh, what Peter wouldn’t give to see Tony Stark’s workshop. He may have some underlying issues 
with the man, but he was a nerd at heart, and he wouldn’t give up such an opportunity if it was 
offered to him. 


He must’ ve sat there daydreaming for a while. He felt Tony nudge the fork back into his hand. 
“C’mon, eat. You’re malnourished and dehydrated. If you want those funky healing powers of 
yours to kick in you better start chowing down.” 


Peter wrinkles his nose, rebelliously. Everything in him wanted to ignore the man and his 
instructions, because, one, he wasn’t the one in charge of Peter, and two... he was a maniac and 
Peter definitely should never listen to him. But... he was hungry, and the eggs did look delicious. 


And he was right. Those eggs were amazing. Perfectly fluffy and salty, with a small tang of 
something else in there too. 


They sat in silence for several minutes while they both ate their breakfast. Tony kept offering to 
refill Peter’s plate when he would finish, and Peter had the nerve to humbly decline each time, 
fearing in the back of his mind that Stark planned to tamper with his food. Tony didn’t take no for 
an answer though and always returned with his plate piled full of eggs and toast, and Peter, of 
course, didn’t want to waste any food. Not when he was still so hungry. And like the man had said 
before... if he truly wanted to hurt Peter, he’d have done it while he slept on his couch, not when 
he was nearing full strength once again now that there was food in his belly and sleep to clear his 
head. 


“Do you drink coffee?” Tony asks out of nowhere, leaning back into the couch. “‘No, of course you 
don’t drink coffee. You’re what? Sixteen? Too young for coffee.” 


Peter didn’t take the bait. He wasn’t stupid. He knows what the man was trying to do. So, he just 
shrugged in an easy dismissal of the question, and continued eating, revelling at the feeling of his 
stomach finally beginning to fill for the first time in what felt like forever. He forgot what it felt 
like to be without the nagging hunger pangs. 


He could feel Tony’s eyes on him, studying him close, and it made his hairs stand on end 
nervously. The man was anything but comforting to sit beside. 


“What about school? You go to high-school? College?” 
Peter shrugs again, pretending to be solely focused on the last few eggs on his plate. 


“I’m trying to be polite here, kid? I’m giving you the opportunity to willingly disclose information 
about yourself instead of leaving me to dig it up after you leave.” 


Peter turns to shoot him a glare. “It’s none of your business.” 


“T have to disagree,” Tony argues back easily. “Considering I saved your ass, not once, but twice, 
last night.” 


Peter considers it for a moment. Either way, Tony would get the information he wanted, he's sure 
of it. He is Tony Stark after all. But he could use this as an opportunity... 


“Only if you answer a couple of my questions.” 


“Fine,” Tony waves dismissively, “but me first.” 
Peter smirks. “I’m fourteen, and I just started my freshman year of highschool. Now my turn--” 


Tony ignores him, interrupting with a steady hum. “A bit young to be gallivanting around New 
York in the middle of the night. Where are your parents?” 


“They’re dead,” Peter spits out heatedly. “Now it’s my turn to ask a question.” 


Tony’s look was withering as he glared down at him reproachfully. “I’m not done...” his gaze 
burns into Peter, challenging him to interrupt, and Peter’s ashamed he couldn’t find the courage to 
swallow the heavy lump in his throat. “Now,” Tony begins again, “who’s looking after you?” 


“T got a Foster.” 


Tony nods in understanding, a soft ‘ahh’ leaving his mouth as if he’d solved the final piece of the 
puzzle. “As in foster care. I see. Sorry kid, but I had to do what I had to do. You know how it is. 
This gig, you gotta make a lot of tough decisions.” 


Sure... tough. Playing god and choosing who lives and who dies... tough. Just because Peter 
admits that maybe -- maybe -- Tony Stark had been right, it didn’t mean he approved of the actions 
he took. 


“You’re turn,” Tony gestures calmly towards Peter, and Peter scowls. 
Tony Stark hurt him... this was his chance to truly hurt him back. 
“Did you really go crazy because Pepper died?” 


He could quite literally see the tension instantly establish in his form, and in hindsight Peter 
realized that maybe it wasn’t a good idea to irritate an enhanced and ruthless killer. But he has food 
in his belly and a full night's rest and he’s confident that if it came down to it at this moment, he 
could take Tony Stark, no problem. 


Tony doesn’t look at him when he answers, instead, staring at the fireplace in front of him. Embers 
from last night still burned like small coals, glowing orange against the black of the charcoal. 


“T didn’t go crazy,” he says, enunciating the words slowly and carefully, “but... yes, her death did 
bring to light several things I had been ignoring.” He remained purposefully vague in his answer, 
and Peter noticed. 


“What things?” Peter pressed. He wasn’t sure if he was still asking out of irritation, or out of 
curiosity. This man-- the man whose story was known across the globe, was willingly telling him 
what really happened. A perspective never before told or heard of the story that has been sought 
after and pondered by nearly everyone who lived to witness the event that triggered such a 
cataclysmic shift in their society. 


“The cruelty... and abuse.” He still wasn’t looking at Peter, and a somber frown casted over his 
face. Brows drawing together, and his head dips to stare down at his empty plate. 


“What?” Peter felt dismayed. What could he possibly be talking about? How could Tony Stark be 
the victim of cruelty? 


Suddenly, the man stood from the couch. “I didn’t kill the Avengers without a reason Peter. I have 
a reason for everything I do... but they’d gone too far and that’s all I have to say on this matter.” 


The end was spat out with a sharp bite in his tone, and Peter had the sense to not push it any 
further. The man was obviously troubled by the events, and the orange in his eyes was making a 
prominent appearance, triggered by his sudden anger. 


He makes his way to the kitchen and Peter remains there on the couch, pondering the words. What 
did the Avengers do that made Tony feel the need to kill them? It had to have been pretty bad to 
elicit such a drastic change in character. The man who’d once been worthy of unending praise for 
the sacrifices he’d made, and the work he did. Hell, he predicted the invasion of 2012 with startling 
accuracy, and that foresight saved thousands of lives. The preparations he had taken, and the 
actions he took, had ended the battle before it ever had the chance to truly begin. 


The Avengers had helped him, and they had been on good terms... Peter didn’t know what 
could’ ve caused such a drastic change in their relationship in just one year. Did they kill Ms. Potts? 
No, it was a car accident... Tony couldn’t blame them for that. 


But before he could come to a solid conclusion, Tony had returned, his carefree smirk back in place 
on his face. “Don’t fret about it. The past is in the past. Everyone thinks Iron Man is dead and 
that’s just the way I'd like to keep it for the time being.” Tony pauses to cast him a prominent 

look. 


And with that look alone Peter is brought back to question everything. How could he possibly be 
trusting anything this man says? He’s psychotic. Manipulative. Deceitful. 


For all Peter knows, he’s just telling him all this to earn Peter’s sympathy! He only came to his 
rescue to earn his trust! Tony knows that he knew he was alive... and he didn’t want Peter to tell 
anyone. He knows that he’s not strong enough to kill Spider-Man so, instead he’s trying to earn his 
trust... 


...but he could have just left Peter to die and the problem would be solved... he wasn’t sure what to 
think anymore. There was no logic to be placed with the man’s actions. 


“How do I know you aren’t saying all this to make me feel sorry for you? So that I won’t tell the 
authorities you’re alive and where you live. I’m sure if I called the cops right now and told them to 
come here, you wouldn’t be able to get rid of the DNA spread across this whole apartment. Then 
everyone would know you're alive.” Peter sweeps his arms in a wide gesture of the area. 


To his surprise, Tony only chuckled. “Oh contraire my boy. You underestimate me.” He looks up, 
brows lowering to accentuate his smirk. “If I were trying to manipulate you, you would never know 
any better.” 


Peter doesn’t budge in his set frown, and Tony gives in with an exasperated sigh. 


“T’m sorry, but I don’t have any proof. I know how that may look. That’s why I wasn’t going to tell 
you.” He takes away Peter’s empty plate from his hands, and replaces it with the bottle of medicine 
he’d placed on the coffee table earlier, holding two fingers up in front of his face pointedly. 
“Believe me, if I gave you the full story, you’d think for sure I was insane.” 


Well, if that didn’t peak his interest... 
“What is the full story?” 


Tony rolls his eyes. “It’s a fantastical tale you’d never believe, I can assure you that. Most days I 
have trouble believing it myself.” 


“Maybe I will!” Peter quickly argues. Now he’s even more eager to know whatever this story is. If 


Tony Stark, the man who supposedly experienced it, thought it was crazy, it had to be something 
good. 


“Well, do you believe in time travel?” 


Peter pauses, eyes widening as he freezes in place. “I-I’ve seen the math. I haven’t seen anything 
credible yet...” 


Tony turns away from him again, speaking with his back to him, a soft chuckle escaping him with 
not a hint of humor lacing it. “It doesn’t work the way a lot of people think it does... the way 
everyone assumed, even despite my warnings. Messing with the timeline isn’t any business of 
mortal men, it'll erase who you are... and what you were; what defines you.” Tony glances at him 
over his shoulder. “And that’s what happened to me.” He turns back around and Peter notices the 
stiffness in the man’s shoulders as he moves back towards the kitchen, a more lighthearted tone 
following the somber admission. “Anyway! Maybe one day [ll show you my math. For now, I 
think it’s fair to say I should wait until we both trust each other a bit more before I disclose that 
information.” 


Peter pouts, falling back against the couch and fumbling with the stupid medicine bottle and even 
more questions spinning around in his head. He didn’t care about being manipulated anymore; he 
just wanted to know! Time travel?! Did Tony Stark actually time travel?! Is that seriously what the 
man was trying to claim? God, if anyone could figure it out it’d definitely be Tony Stark. Now all 
he wanted was to see the math. Whether it was real or the scribblings of a man gone insane, he 
didn’t care. He’s sure it’d be a wild trip. 


“Now, I think it’s fair that I get to ask one more question.” Tony says. Peter looks up at him and 
rolls his eyes as he pops two pills into his mouth then reaches for the glass of water. “How’d you 
get your powers?” 


“How’d you get your powers?” Peter counters. 
Stark glares at him again, with that same look, and Peter deflates with a sigh. 


He tells the whole story. From his trip to OsCorp, all the way to the terrifying discovery of his 
apparent sticky powers. Tony seemed to be particularly interested in the OsCorp Spider and Peter 
told him everything he knew, hoping that if he shared enough, Tony'd be more apt to share his 
whole time travel thing. 


When he was finally done, Tony clapped his hands on his knees. “Alrighty, kid, I think that’s 
everything.” 


He suddenly shoves his wrist in Peter’s face and that same blue light from last night scans along 
his face and Peter flinches back, startled. Again, Tony observes the watch display after the light 
disappears, and smiles. “You’re all good... Now--” The man reaches into his pocket and pulls out a 
fancy looking watch similar to his own. He holds it out towards Peter. ‘*--this is for you. I re- 
configured it last night, so there shouldn’t be any bugs. It will notify me if you ever get into any 
more trouble.” 


“What? No!” Peter snaps. “I’m not wearing that.” 


Stark sighs like he was a tired parent. “Peter, what if you get into some serious trouble like last 
night? Next time I probably won’t just happen upon the situation just before it goes off the rails. 
You need someone to have your back for those just in case scenarios.” 


“T can handle it!” Peter argues, voice now defaulting into a desperate squeak. “You can’t control 
me! I won’t let you! I’m Spider-Man!” 


“You’re also a fourteen-year-old kid suffering from malnutrition and exhaustion.” 
“Last night was just a fluke. I’m not usually like that.” 


“Mhm,” Tony hummed, the corner of his mouth quirked downwards. Peter could tell he didn’t 
believe him. “Just wear the damn watch Peter. I’m only trying to help.” 


Peter gawked, confused. 
“You want to help me?” 
Tony scoffs. “Of course I do. You do good work, kid.” 


Peter feels like there’s a catch somewhere in there. “Aren’t you supposed to be a supervillain or 
something? You're supposed to try and stop me, not help.” 


Tony smirked, then shrugged. “I’m not typically one for clichés. But who knows... maybe I’ve 
had a change of heart.” 


Peter gasped, for some reason completely ecstatic at the prospect. “Really?!” 
“Sure,” Tony chuckled. 


“So-so we’re like a team now? You’re gonna be a good guy again?!” Peter was seriously about to 
fanboy. He was teaming up with Jron Man. The good Iron Man, not the bad one... he thinks. 


Tony holds up his hands. “I never said that.” 
Peter finds himself pouting again. “Aww, c’mon Mr. Stark...” 


“T’m on your side, kid, but I have no desire to change what I am now,” Tony grabs his hand and 
hauls him off the couch, giving him a stern look. “This world doesn’t deserve to be protected after 
what it's done. I hope you never lose your positivity and desire to help people like I did... but it's 
too late for me, not for you.” 


“But you’re helping me protect them.” 


Tony shakes his head. “No, I’m protecting you...” Peter pauses and stares up at him in wonder. He 
felt like he was a little kid again, looking up at his hero. He sees a flicker of something go across 
Stark’s face before the man flinches and his face returns to a neutral smirk. He gives him a firm pat 
on the back and gives him a gentle push to the door. But not before he presses a card into his hand. 
“Here’s my number if you ever need it. Don’t hesitate to call... ’m a particularly good tutor-- if 
you ever need help with something like that, that is.” He coughs then clears his throat awkwardly. 
“Uhhh, keep up with your eating and sleep, we don’t need another incident like last night, yeah? 
Pll see you around, kid.” 


Peter frowns as he walks across the luxurious apartment, towards the door. Stark wasn’t at all what 
he had believed him to be... maybe he had been manipulating him. But his gut hadn’t told him so, 
and, again, his gut had never been wrong before. 


So, he slowly makes his way home. It was Saturday and he could only hope that Beck wasn’t 
awake yet. He glances down at his new watch, wondering if the fancy thing even told time... it 


did. And it was-- 12 O’CLOCK?! 


He was so dead... 


Chapter End Notes 


Yes, you read that right. Time Travel... Is Tony lying? Or is this legit? Who knows... 


Anyways, thanks so much for reading you guys!! I hope I haven't scared you away 
with more of my time travel nonsense. 


(Also, just going to preface this here... there are many different theories regarding time 
travel and this fic will not be exploring Endgame-esque themes on that front. So get 
that out of your heads... or again... it could all be a fluke) 


Day 8: Schadenfreude / Bad Ending 
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Peter's done his best to avoid this very thing, but now Beck knows, and he isn't very 
happy about it. 
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No matter how fast he were to run or swing back to the house, it would’ ve made no difference. 


He reached the front door, staring numbly at the small 10 sitting innocently above the door. He 
remembered noticing that very number when his social worker brought him to these very steps four 
years ago, his small heart filled with hope as she regaled him with stories of his new foster father, 
and how excited he was to meet Peter. He remembered looking up at the number, a superstitious 
anticipation building upon his excitement to meet the man. He had been fen years old, standing on 
those steps... ten had been his favorite number, and his innocent mind thought it must’ve been a 
sign. A sign for a better future, and a chance at finally having a loving father... Oh, how naive he 
was to believe he ever deserved such a thing... Now, every time he stood on the small porch and 
looked up at the curvy numbers painted above the door, he felt a pain in his stomach and his throat 
swell with dread. 


Now, that dread was even more so and he struggled to find his breath. He knew what awaited him 
on the other side of the door. He closes his eyes briefly and fills his lungs several times to calm 
himself down before he broke out into tears right there on the front porch. For all he knows, Beck 
might be in a good mood and Peter can get away practically scott free with a well thought out 
excuse. 


Sadly, that did not turn out to be the case. 


He opens the door slowly and the first word he hears is a sickly sweet “Peter”, and by the tone 
alone Peter’s hit with the urge to bolt and never return. 


“Where have you been?” Beck was sitting at the dining table, one leg crossed over the other, and to 
an inexperienced eye, the man may appear calm, but when Peter sees the superficial smile, he 
knows he already lost the battle. 


“T had to help a friend, sir.” Peter bows his head and stares at his shoes as he bit down painfully on 
his tongue, urging himself to remain still and passive. 


“Then why did you feel the need to sneak out your window, Pete?” The accusation was spat with 
malice, yet coated in faux concern. “I tried opening your door this morning... you wedged your 
chair beneath the door knob, didn’t you?” 


Then Beck stood, the mask of calmness and kindness immediately falling away, releasing the 
familiar anger Peter’s become so accustomed to. 


“T-I-I,” Peter really didn’t have an excuse for that... Maybe if he had come back through the 
window and come downstairs... he might have some ground to stand on. Beck would be an idiot to 
believe any excuse Peter threw at him now, and Beck was no idiot. He’d only get into even more 
trouble for lying. 


“You-you-you what?!” Beck snaps, teeth clashing together with the sharp bite of words. 


“T don’t know,” Peter whimpers, fleeing a couple steps away. It was terribly ironic that he held 
more fear of Beck now then he did for Tony Stark... 


Beck scowled, staring at the spot Peter once stood, and Peter cursed himself because he knew not 
to move, not to show his distress, because that only ever seemed to anger the man more. He knew 
exactly how to act in these circumstances to avoid aggravating the situation, but sometimes it was 
hard to follow through. He pulls his muscles taught and stays perfectly still as he lets Beck advance 
on him with a seething growl. “You know the rules, Pete.” Beck grabs his jaw, squeezing it 
between his large fingers. “I give you explicit instructions, and they are not hard to follow... but I 
suppose I should have never expected anything better from you. You filthy, dirty delinquent! I 
open up my home to you, provide you with food, and stability and you go behind my back doing 
what?!-- Drugs? Stealing cars?!” 


“No sir,” Peter whimpers, trying to turn his face away, but Beck’s grip on his jaw only tightened 
and Peter knew he’d have a bruise where his fingers had been. 


The slap stings when it lands on his cheek. “You act like a helpless child! You’re practically a 
grown man! Act like it!” 


Peter nods stiffly, and stands up straighter, willing the tears to remain where they were before they 
could fall down his cheeks and feed the flames of fury. 


He was only thankful now that May wasn’t around to witness it, he always felt worse afterwards, 
hearing May’s sob in her room while he lay there curled up in his bed with orders not to leave for 
the rest of the night. Or even during, his bedroom door locking him and Ben inside while May 
shouts at his uncle from the other side. Sometimes it got her into trouble, sometimes it didn’t, 
Peter’s just glad he doesn’t have to worry about her anymore. 


Still, it reminds him all too much of when he was a little boy, before Beck. The lessons never quite 
stuck, but the memories always did. 


The anxious energy began to build and he could feel small tremors and tingles ride over him in 
wave after wave, but he remained rooted to the spot as Beck continued spewing profanities in his 
face. So, he reached over with his right hand and fiddled with the watch he’d clasped to his left 
during his walk back home, spinning it slowly around his wrist and running the pads of his fingers 
over the textured leather to provide an output for the excess energy. 


Beck must have noticed the movement. He grabbed Peter’s wrist and pulled it forward to examine 
it, and Peter’s heart dropped into his stomach... oh god, he was so dead. 


“Ts this?” Quentin’s head tilts to the side, turning Peter’s wrist every which way to examine it. 
Peter held his breath. He could still smell the stench of alcohol on Quentin’s breath, maybe he was 
too drunk to realize what it was. “Is this a Stark issue?” 


He knew. 


Of course he knew... he worked for Stark for years. Peter’s only heard about it a million times at 
this point. 


“T-I found it in a dumpster on my way home from school,” Peter immediately lied, “I thought I 
might fix it up and sell it for a few bucks.” 


“Liar!” Quentin spat, gripping his wrist tight with one hand as he roughly ripped the watch off with 
the other. He holds it up to dangle in front of Peter’s face. “How dare you bring this into my 
home!” 


Oh god, this just made it a million times worse. 


Beck had bad beef with Stark. Peter heard all the stories of how much of an asshole the man had 
been when Beck worked for him, and Peter had been more than ready to agree with him and 
believe every word the man said. But now, he wasn’t so quick to believe the Tony he met was the 
same Tony everyone thought he was. In fact he was almost exactly as Peter had believed him to be 
before he went nuts... in his eyes Stark had been nothing short of a god. 


“T have half a mind to turn you into the authorities for toting around that contraband. I’m sure my 
boss will not be happy.” 


Aldrich... he’s the new Tony Stark. Peter didn’t like him very much. Beck, however, worshipped 
the ground the man walked on. But, no, Peter couldn’t risk AIM getting ahold of that watch. They 
would probably end up finding out that that watch was synced somehow to Tony, and then, one, 
he’d get into major trouble for affiliating himself with a mass murderer, and, two, they’d find out 
Tony was still alive. 


Why he had the sudden urge to protect Stark? He couldn’t make sense of it himself. 


Beck throws him on the ground with a hard shove, giving him a light kick on the back to keep him 
down. Compared to the kicks Peter’d been face to face with recently, it was close to nothing. 


“You should be ashamed. Your entire family is dead because of Tony Stark. Or did you forget?” 


No, Peter most certainly did not forget, it was an internal struggle that only seemed to grow worse 
the more time he spent with Stark... but he also couldn’t forget Tony’s words... “Jf was the one 
who killed him, then he deserved it.’”’ And Ben did deserve it, Peter knew that. And, if he were to 
go by the very same standards now... Quentin Beck deserves it to. 


The pain that Peter had to endure his entire life has only followed him. He couldn't seem to escape 
it. And for the longest time he was just forced to accept that this was just the way that things were. 
Nothing could change it, nobody would be swooping down to save him from his suffering, because 
that just wasn’t the way the world worked. He was too old to fantasize about some comic book 
hero coming to his rescue in his time of need. 


That person used to be Iron Man. He’d lie in his room and cry, curled up in a tight ball beneath his 
sheets, wishing and begging and praying for Iron Man to hear his pleas and come save him, hold 
him, and tell him everything would be okay.... and he hadn’t realized it before, but in a way, Iron 
Man had swooped down to his rescue. It wasn’t how Peter had dreamt it as a child, nor exactly 


what he wanted, but in a dark, twisted sense, Tony answered his prayers. It was just too bad May 
had to get caught in the crossfires... if they hadn’t crashed into that car, they’d both be living 
happy lives together. Peter’s sure of it. 


Beck turns to walk away, leaving Peter there on the floor... and usually Peter would lay there 
peacefully, afraid to so much as twitch and risk setting Beck off again. 


So, he just lies there... 


He lies there on the ground, fear squeezing his chest as he stares at the feet of his abuser slowly 
walking away, counting the remaining steps it would take before he could be declared safe. What 
did he have to be afraid of? This normal, mortal man? This was the first time this has happened 
since the Spider bite, and now... Peter could easily wrap a single hand around his throat and 
squeeze... and it’d all be over. What power did Beck have over him anymore? 


None. 


“Beck,” Peter croaks. The quiver in his voice apparently hadn’t caught onto the memo as he stood 
on wobbly feet beside the front door. Beck turns to look at him, shocked and angry, but Peter 
stands tall, shoulders squared and chin lifted as he looks the man in the eye. “That’s mine. I would 
like it back.” He holds out his hand for the watch. 


He doesn’t know what he was expecting. Maybe one of those overly dramatic moments with that 
cinematic music blasting in the background like he was standing in front of a damned orchestra... 
something to symbolize his rising up to face the years of manipulation and abuse, and coming to 
the realization that he was strong enough and brave enough to withstand it. 


But, no, there was none of that. Beck dropped the watch on the ground with a simple turn of his 
wrist and stalks forward. And Peter knows he can’t make a display of his powers, that would be the 
absolute worst thing he could do for himself at this moment. So, maybe he should’ ve thought 
about his actions a bit more before he decided to show any outright defiance. 


Next thing he knows he’s being grabbed around the neck, and his hands immediately snap up to 
grip the arm lifting him off the ground. He can’t use his powers; he can’t. He chants the reminder 
in his head as Beck slowly backs him towards a wall, fighting the fear-driven instinct to kick the 
man away. Beck can never know. He can never know. 


So he hangs there and chokes around the hand. 
“Nothing you bring into this house will ever be yours. You should be ashamed.” 
He’s right... Peter should be ashamed. 


He’s thrown to the ground and Beck yells as he cries. He knows he should be ashamed... the man 
who ruined his life, killed his family, he had the chance to kill him. He had so many chances, but 
he didn’t. He has the ability to call the authorities right now and tell them where Tony Stark is and 
bring him to justice. But he won’t; he can’t. Because for the first time in a long time... he trusts 
someone. It may not be a lot of trust, but it’s more than he’s been able to trust someone in a very 
long time. And it’s definitely not the someone anyone, especially him, would’ ve expected to earn 
his trust, but life can sometimes be unpredictable, and feelings almost always are. 


Instinct screams at him to curl up and protect the still healing injuries of last night, and he does so 
just before Beck lands a solid kick against his ribs. 


He’s endured Beck’s drunken rage many times. In fact, that was probably the only thing he 


experienced for a while after he moved in. 
“Ungrateful brat. After everything I’ve done for you.” 


He grabs the back of his shirt, hauling him up and dragging him towards the hallway before Peter 
even gets a chance to place his feet beneath him. So, it's all just one big scramble as Beck drags 
him down the hall... and Peter knows exactly what that means. Luckily, Beck wasn’t lucid enough 
to notice, or care, and he dragged Peter right beside the discarded watch from earlier and Peter 
scurried to grab it and stuff it in his pocket before Beck could even notice. He knows the man 
won’t miss it when this is all done and over. He’ Il forget it all in an instant. 


When he undid the clasp of his belt, Peter burst into tears. Why? He didn’t know. He just couldn’t 
breathe, and he was panicking. Full on panicking. For god’s sake he was Spider-Man! He’s been 
shot and stabbed several times, a belt is nothing to him. 


But the dread... 


It still brings him that same fear that he felt as a child. That simple snap of leather being ripped 
from belt loops was enough to devolve him into a panic. 


It was odd... he hadn’t been beat yet since his super healing. He’s been on his best behavior to 
ensure Beck wouldn’t become extra strict or suspicious enough to place restrictions repressive 
enough to prevent him from doing patrol... he wonders if it will hurt as bad now. 


It didn’t... but it still hurt. And when he didn’t immediately start sobbing and screaming into the 
sock stuffed into his mouth like he did years ago, Beck beat him harder. Screaming derogatory 
terms and insults as he did so. 


When he was ordered to take off his shirt he scrambled to comply... and god. Maybe it did hurt as 
bad as before. Instant injuries weren’t a problem. It would hurt for a few minutes, excruciating 
pain, and as the nerves began to heal the pain would ebb away slowly. But this type of pain 
required endurance. There was no healing to make the pain go away. Every strike of the belt was 
as new and fresh as the last, and as time passed his senses began to ring and he knew just the bare 
touch of a feather against his skin would have burned... and it made the impact of the leather even 
worse. Ripples of pain stretched over his skin, like thousands of needles exasperating every 
swollen nerve in his body, and he felt the sudden urge to vomit. 


He was slumped lifelessly on the floor by the time Beck was done. The belt tossed away, the metal 
clasp clattering somewhere on the hard ground, but Peter felt far too out of it to discern where. He 
could feel the cold air touch his skin, waves of sensitivity crawling across his irritated skin, feeling 
as if the beating had yet to end. 


He was grabbed by the hair, and at this point he felt too numb and drunk on the continuous pain, to 
even feel it as Beck dragged him towards the hall closet, shoving him inside as he usually did and 
locking the door behind him. 


Peter knew what the next part of his punishment was... there would be no coming out until 
tomorrow, which meant no dinner, and no mattress to sleep on. He was only glad he slept well the 
night before and ate his full at Tony’s... he wouldn’t have made it if he hadn’t. 


He lay there in the dark closet, skin burning, and a blinding, incapacitating pulsation against his 
skull. His ears rang, and his body jostled with every instinctive flinch as a series of loud crashes 
sound against the tile in the kitchen as dish after dish was shattered. Only another mess for Peter to 
clean up later. 


This was probably the worst yet. Beck had never been so brutal before... 


He released a shuddered sigh... enjoying the darkness and enclosed space around him, protecting 
him from any danger. He reaches for his pocket, feeling the distinct indent of the watch he grabbed 
off the floor earlier. The gift from his former hero. The man that had saved him once from this very 
thing. Maybe if he had worn it... the man would have come to his rescue as he had before. Maybe 
Iron Man would have busted down the doors and served the proper justice, but he wasn’t wearing 
it. Tony would never know... Iron Man wouldn't come. Not this time. 


So, he simply holds it in his hands, clutching it close to his chest, using it as a vice while he forces 
air into his lungs over and over. Serving as a constant reminder that there was still a chance... there 
was still someone that could come to his rescue. 


...It was a childish thought, but it was one Peter was desperate to cling to. 


But no matter how desperately he tried, that same cruel reminder broke the fantasy, painting over it 
with the cynical words chanting in his head. This was the rest of his life... this was it. There was 
going to be no recovering from this. He was going to be haunted by these memories until he died. 
He doubts he’ll ever get the chance to truly live, to feel important, or feel loved... this was it. This 
was all he got, and that was just something he’d have to learn to accept. 


Chapter End Notes 


[Summary: Peter gets back to the house, and Beck is there waiting for him, very upset 
that he had snuck out. To add to his anger, he finds the watch Tony gave him strapped 
around his wrist. Beck used to work for Stark, which means there was even more bad 
blood between the two than normal. Now he works for Aldrich Killian and AIM which 
has taken the place of SI. He takes the watch from Peter and throws it on the ground, 
which Peter does eventually get back. There are several references to Peter realizing 
Tony had been the one to save him from the abuse he suffered from his Uncle Ben, 
and wishes that Tony would do so again with Beck.] 


Thank you everyone for reading. I'm sorry for this chapter, I don't like writing these 
abusive scenes, but for the sake of the plot... it's kind of a necessity in a way. I don't 
love the bash against foster parents, since I know several that are very good people, 
but again, for the sake of the story and also so I don't have to get too outlandishly 
creative lol, this is what I came up with. 


Thanks again! 


Day 9: Falling / Zugzwang 


Chapter Summary 


Tony stays true to his word, watching over Peter. Most times Peter fairs well for 
himself, but Tony's always sure to be there just in case. 


Chapter Notes 


Here's the chapter that I'VE been waiting for! It's definitely my favorite so far! I hope 
you all enjoy XD 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The weeks following the incident, Peter makes sure to take extra precaution around the house. He 
wears the watch religiously to and from school, and at night while he’s patrolling, always hidden 
beneath his sleeve. It became like a safety blanket of sorts and it pained him to have to take it off 
and stuff it in his pocket before he entered the house. That was where he felt he needed to wear it 
the most. The place where he consistently felt the most unsafe, and to know the watch was right 
there, snug on his wrist, would have bought him a sense of relief. Knowing that if Beck did try 
anything Tony would be there in an instant. 


Because Tony stuck true to his word. He was always there. 


He didn’t always step in, but the few times Peter’s poor eating and sleeping habits got the best of 
him during a fight, Tony was always nearby. He could fee/ him, through the gentle prickles on his 
neck, watching over him. Tony hadn’t had to intervene once. Which was good, because that just 
further proved to the man that Peter was fully capable of taking care of himself, but when he let go 
of his pride he found the constant presence comforting, knowing that there was someone he could 
fall back on if the situation ever did go sideways. It never did, thankfully. 


He’d catch glimpses of Tony’s profile hidden in the shadows every once in a while, and the only 
reason he knew it was him... well he didn’t, exactly. He just somehow knew. But every single 
time... when he was done, having webbed up whatever bad guy of the night it was, to the wall or 
ground, or roof overhang, when Peter would turn to find him and perhaps even make a snarky 
comment about “having everything handled, I’m not a kid Mr. Stark,” the mysterious form was 
always gone, having disappeared into the night. The man knew how not to be found, that was for 
sure. 


Peter found that it was like having his own guardian angel... but he supposed maybe guardian 
demon would be a better descriptor considering who his guardian was. He may have gotten over 
his initial upset and anger towards the man, but he was in no way ever going to disregard the bad 
things he had done. Some actions were just inexcusable. 


Yet Peter’s found that even despite the constant reminders he feeds himself regarding the man, he 
couldn’t help but slowly begin to look forward to that gentle tingle on his neck. To know someone 
cared enough to watch over him brought him a warm sense of reprieve. And despite only having 


spoken with him a couple times, there’s a bond there that he couldn’t describe. It could very well 
just be his desperation for some TLC from any adult figure, or even his impulsive hero worship, 
which had been stifled as a child, finding a new outlet. All he knows is he hasn’t felt so close, yet 
so far away from someone like this in a very long time. 


But then one night, after three weeks of following this constant pattern and not having come face to 
face with Tony once, Stark decided to break the pattern. 


It started with a small robbery at the ATM’s on 21st street. The sun had just begun to set and he 
was surprised to find such serious action so early in the evening. Anyways, things hadn’t gone the 
way he planned, considering the guys had really high-tech guns that could lift him off the fucking 
ground with no problem whatsoever. It was actually pretty weird. And just when he thought he 
might have things in control... it all went to hell. 


Thankfully, he was able to save Mr. Delmar and Murph... but the shop wasn’t going to be open for 
business for quite a while, sadly. He cursed when he turned back to find the four thugs gone, with 
the cash. He could hear the distant echo of sirens, meaning the cops were on their way and that was 
Peter’s cue to get the hell out of there. He double checked with Mr. Delmar to make sure he was 
okay, then gave Murph one last pet on the head. 


“You better get going, Spider-Man,” Mr. Delmar coughed, gesturing towards the flashing red and 
blue lights several blocks down. 


“Yeah-yeah,” Peter begins to backpedal just a bit, gaze flickering between the money still fluttering 
around the ATM and the flock of cops headed their way. “Stay safe, sir,” He called out with a 
wave of his hand in Mr. Delmar’s direction. He was just ready to swing away, jogging past the 
adjacent alleyway to give himself a running start, but a strong hand grabbed him by his arm. Hard. 
And yanked him beneath the cover of shadows. 


“Hey!” He shouts with a slight squeak, swatting at his captor. 


Rough hands grab his wrists... and the situation felt all too familiar. “Hey, hey, kid! It’s me,” Tony 
shouts under his breath, keeping extra quiet as the cops slowly swarmed the area. 


“Oh...” Peter muttered, heart fluttering just a bit. He had to fight down his smile. “Mr. Stark?” 
How the man was always able to turn up so quickly when he was in trouble was beyond him. 
“That’s my name, don’t wear it out.” He sounded distracted... 


Peter pulled away from him slowly and looked up. He saw the silhouette of his signature glasses 
illuminated by the same blue-ish glow from the night they first met. This time there was red 
intermixed in there too. Light flickered across the lens quickly, designs and shapes swirling as they 
stared ahead, towards the bank and the cops inspecting the damage. 


Then suddenly the light cuts out, and Tony grabs his wrist. “Come.” 
“Wha--” He doesn’t really try to escape, but he doesn’t exactly go willingly. 


“Cops are gonna start digging around soon. We need to get out of here so I can chew you out in 
peace.” 


“What?!” Peter protested, almost tempted to dig his heels into the ground if he didn’t agree with 
one of the man’s points. “But I didn’t do anything!” 


Tony doesn’t say anything their entire trip. Until, finally, he stops and releases Peter’s wrist. He 
turns around and Peter can finally see his face, the sight no longer obscured by the blanket of 
shadows the man tended to take refuge in. He wasn’t exactly dressed to the nines as Tony Stark 
usually would; wearing an old t-shirt and sweatpants with a long coat that could probably pass as a 
bathrobe in the world of rich people. 


“First of all, why haven’t you been eating?” Stark did not look pleased, hands on his hips and 
brows creased close together. “Or sleeping for that matter.” 


““W-what are you talking about? I’m fine!” 


“T’m not stupid Parker,” Tony bites. Then he reaches up to tap the side of his glasses. “Numbers 
don’t lie and your metabolic rate is down dangerously low for an enhanced. I can see it all right 
here.” And as if to show it off the glasses immediately light up. 


“T-I skipped dinner. I’m all good. I promise.” The lens of his goggles widened innocently, his neck 
craned upwards to look Tony in the eye. 


“Your metabolism doesn’t lower just because of one skipped meal, Peter. I thought I told you to 
start eating and sleeping more.” 


Peter shrugged, turning his head away like he was a scolded child. Tony sighs and removes his 
glasses to rub at his eyes. “That’s not why I pulled you away...” He places the glasses back on his 
face. 


“You saw the weapons those guys had, right?” 
Peter nods. 


“Yeah? Good. I got a mission for ya.” Peter perks up slightly. Maybe he shouldn’t have, 
considering who Stark was, but he did nonetheless, “Avoid those things like the plague, you hear 
me? That’s not something you should be messing with. You see anything you don’t recognize and 
you turn your head and walk the other way.” 


“T can’t do that--” 


“You can, and you will,” Tony growls back at him, and Peter stumbles back a couple steps, startled 
by the tone. 


And suddenly Tony thrusts his hand out towards him, and Peter looks at it to find a dollar bill in 
his hand. He took it hesitantly and it wasn’t until closer inspection that he saw it to be one hundred 
dollars! 


“Go and treat yourself. I want that belly full before you go to bed tonight.” He points to Peter’s 
skinny stomach, and chucks him none to gently under the chin affectionately. 


Peter stares at the bill in his hand, holding it like it were a precious treasure between his fingers. 
“Oh wow, thank you Mr. Stark!” 
He can only imagine how many pizzas and hamburgers he could buy with this! 


Tony turns away slightly, shoving his hands into his coat pockets. “Don’t mention it... just 
remember what I said, okay? And remember you can always call. P’ll answer.” 


Peter smiles, but then he realizes the man couldn’t see his face. “Thank you so much Mr. Stark...” 
The man begins to walk away, leaving Peter where he stood, and he finds himself urged to say 
something more. “An-and thanks...” he pauses, grimacing slightly in embarrassment, toeing at the 
ground. But he sees Tony stop in his trek. He doesn’t turn around to face him, but Peter knows he’s 
listening. “... thanks for looking out for me.” 


And then Tony turns fully, showing his whole face and the small smile. It was unlike that same 
smile etched in Peter’s nightmares. This one bought more comfort and warmth than anything else. 


“My pleasure,” he answered before turning his back once more. “Stay safe, kiddo.” 


And then he was gone. 


Peter tried to listen to Mr. Stark’s instructions. He really did. But some things just couldn’t be 
helped. In just two days there had been a major influx of those alien weapons, and he tried to keep 
his nose out of it, but he was Spider-Man. The cops couldn’t do shit about these guys, and it was 
his job to protect the city. 


Of course, there was that inkling of doubt that maybe Mr. Stark was leading some kind of 
underground secret weapons ring, and just didn’t want Peter getting in the way. Because those 
weapons were really fancy, and Mr. Stark was good at making weapons. 


But he did his best to shake off the doubt. He didn’t want that seed to take root. He still had some 
unresolved issues with Mr. Stark, but the man seemed to care for him and Peter didn’t want to risk 
ruining whatever this “relationship” between them was. All he knows is it was beneficial to him in 
more ways than it was detrimental. 


So, when winter break hit and Beck went off on his week-long trip to visit his sister for Christmas, 
Peter had plenty of time to do his investigating. He made extra sure not to get caught in a hairy 
situation to avoid Mr. Stark being called to the scene, so he wouldn’t receive an earful for not 
listening. He contemplated just taking off the watch... but he didn’t want to risk something bad 
happening and then having no backup. 


He just began narrowing it down. The guys were getting sloppy, making deals in broad daylight 
down in the park. 


He had this whole plan in his head... follow the van, find their hideout, have a nice long stakeout, 
and when the coast was clear go in and steal all their weird guns. Seamless plan. 


Maybe he got a bit too nosey though, or maybe he just got too confident and reckless while he was 
following the van. He thought he was being nice and discreet, but apparently not, because next 
thing he knew he was being swept into the air by his foot, climbing at least a 100 feet in like a split 
second! He screamed, of course, and he scrambled to twist his body upwards to identify his captor. 
It was a guy with huge metal wings! It looked like it was made out of the same purple-glowy stuff 
the tech the guns were made of. Boy, if he could just get his hands on some of that, he’d have a 
ball experimenting with it. And then maybe he could show it to Mr. Stark and Mr. Stark would be 
interested enough to invite him to do experiments in his workshop! 


He’s ripped from his musings as a sharp pinch squeezes at his ankle, and his stomach does a weird 
flip as they’re diving back towards the ground again before slowly evening out several feet above 
the ground. 


“Hey man!” He shouts, breath heavy with slight panic as he watches all the houses and trees zoom 


by beneath them. The guy was headed straight for the East River. He could see AIM Tower 
peaking out above all the other skyscrapers. 


“Spider-Man,” the suit guy grumbles, voice steely and grating through the modulator. 
“Whoa!” He nearly gets his head snapped off on a branch before he dodges to the side. 


As they get closer and closer to the bridge, Peter begins to realize what his plan was... he was 
going to drop him in the river. The freezing cold river! 


Not on his watch... 


He pulled himself up and shot a web at the man’s chest, tearing himself out of his hold just as they 
reached the river bank. The man couldn’t drop him if Peter had a hold of him too. 


The bird guy didn’t like that and he took off higher into the sky. Peter hung on for dear life, 
swinging helplessly from side to side by his web as he was dragged further and further into the sky. 
They did loop-de-loops, and all kinds of mid-air maneuvers as the bird guy tried to lose him. 
Meanwhile, the guy’s screeching like a lunatic and Peter’s beginning to think the man was getting 
irritated. 


Soon, they pass to the other side of the river, and suddenly the man dips down, diving down 
towards the road beneath. Peter screams, looking around frantically for some place to shoot 
another string of web, but he finds nothing. Car horns blare as they near, and then the guy pulls up 
with a huge flap of his wings which meant Peter was about to collide right into the ground and 
probably careen through a couple vehicles as well. But luckily his instincts were on par because he 
used that same web he had attached to bird guys suit and yanked himself upwards just before he 
made contact, which sent him smacking right into the man’s waiting arms. They closed around 
him, pinning his arms to his side and Peter struggled against the hold, finding himself beginning to 
really panic about the situation. This dude obviously had the upper hand with being able to fly and 
all that... 


People stepped out of their cars below to film, because nowadays that was everyone’s first instinct 
when something went wrong, and Peter was lifted, once again, further and further into the sky. 
He’s left to shout and ramble the entire way up. 


Higher, and higher, and higher and Peter can barely see the ground anymore through the hazy 
smog and clouds, just specks of greys and light reflecting off the reflective bits of the buildings... 
He uses his goggles to zoom in and he can make out a few buildings below, but then the buildings 
give way to flat land covered in white snow... and Peter knows they had to be above Central 
Park... Central Park where there were no buildings he could web too if he were to fall. Just like 
over the river... 


He had to admit... This guy was smart. 


And suddenly the arms tighten around him, and the man uses his legs to quite literally use Peter’s 
body to push off further into the air. He zooms away before Peter even has the chance to aim a 
web. 


It all happened in slow motion, his arms flailing in front of him to grasp for something that wasn’t 
there. 


He was flailing... 


But more important, he was falling... and he didn’t know what to do. 


Tony’s taking a much needed leisurely stroll through Forest Hills. That was where the kid went to 
school, and it was coincidentally around the time the kid usually got out. So, it wasn’t until he was 
passing by the school building to find it void of any boisterous children rushing to the cars parked 
out front, ready to head home, that he realized they must’ ve been out for Chirstmas. 


It wasn’t stalking... 


It really wasn’t. He’s been stalked before, and what he’s doing isn’t it. If he truly wanted, he could 
track the kids whereabouts all day long through the watch he gifted him, but he wanted to maintain 
some boundaries... just in case the kid found out. He didn’t want to scare him off. So, he just stuck 
to the old fashioned stuff, and it had worked out thus far. 


He’s just looking out for the kid, and if he happens to walk by every once in a while when his 
school lets out, so what? He’s been cursed with paranoia for years, and seeing the kid alive and 
well makes him feel a little more calm. 


There was just something about him, and he couldn’t risk losing it before he even knew what that 
something was. There was an odd familiarity there that he’d been chasing for years. Like the kid 
had officially taken on the face of the memories he yearned to remember. 


He couldn’t understand the connection, or how it had been so instantaneous upon simply hearing 
the kid’s voice in that alley. The original plan had been to ignore it like he did with most things, but 
when the kid broke down... he couldn’t just leave him. He couldn’t make himself leave, an 
uncanny urge to comfort him driving him through a spiral of overwhelming emotions, and ever 
since he hasn’t been able to shake that obsessive need to find a stable output for this odd sense of 
attachment. And the only way he knew how to do that safely was to make sure the kid stayed safe. 


Which meant he needed to know the kid’s routine, so that he could be there the moment he was 
needed. 


So, it wasn’t stalking... it was necessity. 


His point was only proven when his watch vibrated against his wrist, and JARVIS began speaking 
through the piece in his ear. 


“Sir, Mr. Parker’s heart rate has begun to rise, as well as his respiration rate. I presume he may be 
beginning to hyperventilate.” 


That was all Tony needed to begin pulling up the kid’s location on his phone. 
Another vibration on his watch, followed by another emergency notification. 
“Sir, Mr. Parker is currently flying over the East River.” 

Flying? 


“T need eyes, JARVIS,” he mutters, surging forward at a hurried pace. He was all the way in Forest 
Hills. He’d never make it in time if the kid needed him. 


See, this is why he needs to know the kid’s routine. He scowls in frustration. Of course the kid 
would end up needing his help the one time he wasn’t around to provide it. Damned Murphy! 


“Currently sir, | have no eyes on the situation.” 


Tony curses, having half the urge to hail a taxi, twining his done up here between his fingers 
anxiously. 


“Sir, live videos of Spider-Man are spreading over several social media platforms.” 


“Show me,” Tony hisses, ducking away into a secluded corner to pull up the projection on his 
phone. 


It showed Spider-Man hurtling towards the street below before he’s snapped back up by his web, 
latching onto a mechanical suit resembling a bird. Screams are heard in the distance as Spider-Man 
and his captor ascend further and further into the sky. The video is shaky and not of the best 
quality, but it was enough for Tony to determine the direness of the situation. 


“Sir, Mr. Parker has ascended 2000 feet and counting. Currently located above Central Park” 
Tony runs out into the open, staring at the sky in hopes to see, even though he knew he wouldn’t. 


“Reports just in, Spider-Man seen currently captured by an unknown being--” Tony waves his hand 
to mute the stream JARVIS fed into his ear. 


He didn’t have a choice. There was nothing else he could do... 


He didn’t have to even take a second to contemplate it. It was a no brainer. He doesn’t understand 
why, but he’d do anything for that spunky, rambling kid. And that ‘anything’ included jeopardizing 
himself. He’s made many sacrifices in his life, some he’s come to regret, but he knows he won’t 
regret this one. He grips his wrist, breathing deep to rid himself of the growing anxiety trembling 
through his bones and he activates the arm brace kept hidden beneath his sleeve. His chest stutters 
with a struggled breath and his shoulders tense. He lifts his chin... It takes only a moment, and he 
knows it's near when he hears the distinct shrieks of fear down the street. He winces, closing his 
eyes with a grimace. For no one else, he’d do this. But he couldn’t bear living life losing this 
connection again before he even had time to properly understand it. 


He’s not going to lose it again. 


He raises his arms and the suit collides into his back, slowly bleeding over his clothes with short, 
snappy mechanical whirs. People are screaming around him, running and tripping over themselves 
to get away, but he doesn’t care. They’d all would’ ve found out eventually, at least this way he gets 
to choose how it happens. The faceplate snaps shut and he breathes in one long breath, reminiscing 
in the familiar giddiness that came with donning the suit. 


It’s been too long. 

He missed this. 

He smiles. 

Then, he takes to the sky. 

The pair comes into view just as the mechanical bird dropped Peter, and Tony curses, having to 
reroute suddenly into a sharp dive. The kid flailed, having turned so he was facing the ground. He 
didn’t see Tony, but that was okay, Tony could still catch him. But just as the metal fingers of the 


suit graze the kid’s hoodie, something heavy collides into his side and they’re sent tumbling 
through the air. Away from Peter. 


He bites out a sharp curse, pushing into the air to escape his attacker. He couldn’t engage in a fight 
right now, he had to get to Peter. 


But the guy knew what he was doing, and he didn’t give up even in the face of Iron man. 
Mechanical whirs continued to chase him through the air, wings swiping towards him which left 
him no choice but to dodge which would continuously knock him off his path chasing after Peter. 
Meanwhile Peter continued to fall, getting closer and closer to the ground. Falling towards the flat 
land of Central Park with no buildings to leverage a swing off of. 


Tony growls, he didn’t want to resort to something like this... he knew the world was watching 
with their cameras capturing every moment, but just like most things today, he wasn’t left with 
much of a choice. 


He comes to a sudden stop, knowing his attacker was chasing him, and he turns, catching the bird- 
man by the neck with an iron grip. And just as the man was about to use his wings to push off and 
escape, Tony jutts out his chest and blasts a blinding unibeam which scorches straight through the 
man’s chest. Tony scowls, teeth baring and jaw quivering with unrelinquished hate and power. He 
felt the heat of his anger sizzling in the confines of his suit, his vision clouding with rage, lungs 
struggling to catch a breath in the midst of the intense heat. He lets go of his neck and the man 
drops, falling like a lifeless dummy, and he hovers, watching the man fall as his chest rises up and 
down feverishly. 


The haze clears and he shakes his head, body jolting into action, He couldn’t waste anymore time. 
He dives, heart leaping into his throat at the sight of Peter so close to the ground. Deathly close. He 
pushes the suit desperately, chanting a soft chorus of ‘no, no, no, no’s as he slowly gains on the 
boy. The situation felt far too familiar for his liking, like a sense of deja vu coming over him in a 
merciless wave. 


Peter’s flipped over now, facing Tony. The mask was gone and his eyes were closed, eyebrows 
drawn together and his entire face puckered with dreaded anticipation. Tony pushes the suit 
harder. 


“KID!” He shouts, voice booming through the vocoder. The ground was only yards away now, and 
he saw the slow countdown of numbers in the corner of his HUD. Peter’s eyes snap open to stare at 
him and his mouth opens like his lungs have been pumped with an enlivened breath of relief. 


There was only one last option... Tony wouldn’t reach him in time, and he could only hope Peter 
could read his mind. He reaches his hand out to him, and Peter acts, reaching out as well and 
immediately releases a web from his wrist to latch to the suit, launching himself into Tony’s arms 
much like he did with the bad man at the river. 


Tony chokes in relief, hugging the kid to him tight, but there was no room left to pull up, so he 
rolls, holding the kid close and ensuring his arms are tucked securely between their chests before 
they crash into the ground, skidding through the grass and line of trees decorating the park, tossing 
soil and rocks every which way as his suit digs a literal trench into the ground. 


The breath gets knocked out of him on impact and they don’t stop until their slide across the 
ground disposes of them just at the edge of the park beside the sidewalk littered with people. Tony 
doesn’t let go though, choking and sucking in breaths to refill his lungs. Peter shivers in his arms, 
trembling tight, face tucked up near the neck of Tony’s armor. 


In the distance, there’s a distinct crash in the park, the corpse of the man that had nearly killed 
Peter. The noise makes Peter flinch harshly in his arms. He forces his muscles to unlock so he can 
run a soothing hand over the kid’s back, then finally resting it atop the kid's head, pressing him 


closer to the armor to protect his face from the people around them. The phone cameras are going 
off around them in quick succession, loud shouts and cries of terror at the sight of the Iron Man 
armor and it only seems to upset Peter more. Tony couldn’t care less though, only able to revel in 
the drunk sense of relief, knowing the kid was safe in his arms. 


But he needed to get them out of here before the situation got out of hand. He groaned, forcing his 
body to sit up, and Peter’s body followed without any protest, arms immediately moving to wrap 
around his waist tight, bending at the elbow to grip at the suit's shoulder blades. 


“C’mon kiddo,” Tony whispers, throat raw and bones sore. He stands, and Peter continues to cling 
to his armor desperately. 


They take flight at a much gentler speed and Tony cradles the kid close. The cameras follow them, 
and he flies them far away, landing on a distant rooftop to give the kid a moment to recover away 
from the prying eyes of the bystanders. 


And when Peter does eventually stumble away from him, his head is cradled in his hands, and his 
body trembling. Police sirens wail dramatically in the distance. 


“T’m sorry, sir. ’'m so sorry.” 
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“Peter?” Tony takes a couple slow steps forward, the heavy clang of his boots echoing in the air 
with each step. The kid was sobbing almost uncontrollably, forcing out strings of words between 
hard gasps. Tony never would have thought the fall would freak him out that bad. 


“T’m sorry Mr. Stark!” Peter sobs, burying his face in his hands, continuing his retreat. “I didn’t 
mean for this to happen, I swear I didn’t.” 


Tony’s not entirely sure what had Peter so frantic, or why he was apologizing. What he did know, 
is the kid needed to take a breath. “Hey, hey Pete. It’s okay. I’m just glad you’re alright.” He 
reaches out to try and lay a hand on his shoulder, but Peter flinches back violently, shooting him a 
scathing glare through bloodshot eyes, swallowing down his still-beating heart. 


“How are you so calm about this?!’ He cries, nearly hysterical, and Tony’s taken aback by the 
sudden outburst. Peter throws his arm out beside him in a large gesture to the chaos ensuing on the 
streets below “They know you’re alive!” 


Oh. 

Oh. 

Tony smiled, chest warming with a funny tickle of affection. The kid was worried about him. 
Then Peter starts pacing. 


“They-they’re gonna try and arrest you, and-and then you’re probably gonna go to the raft for-for 
forever! And then you’ll be gone and-and they’ re-they’re probably gonna try and kill you cuz 
you’re super smart and of course the government will feel threatened by that--” Peter sucks in a 
large gulp of air, breathing becoming sporadic. He flaps his hands in front of his face like he 


expected that to help redirect the air to his lungs. “It’s really hot out here...” 
It was in fact, not hot. The snow crunching beneath their feet was proof enough. 


“Hey, hey, kiddo,” Tony tries to soothe him with soft words, stepping forward again with his arms 
slightly outstretched “Calm down--” 


“How can I calm down Mr. Stark?! They’re gonna kill you and it’s all gonna be my fault! Because 
I wouldn’t listen!” 


Tony chuckles with slight amusement at the kids' dramatics, shaking his head. “They’re not going 
to kill me, Pete. I won’t let them. I’d be a pretty sucky supervillain if I let the coppers kill me. 
That’s the job of a superhero...” He moves forward slowly, squishing Peter in a firm hug. Peter 
sniffles against his chest, and after a few moments the kid returns the hug, pressing his face against 
the cool metal of his armored chest. “...and as far as I know,” Tony continues with a whisper, 
“you're the only superhero around.” He soothes an armored hand over the kid’s windswept hair, 
gently clearing the snow from his curls. 


Peter doesn’t respond to the comment. They stand there silently, and with every ‘whoop’ of a new 
siren, Peter clutches him tighter, pulling himself so close it was like he expected to melt through 
the armor. 


“Why did you do that?” He eventually whispers, voice wrought with emotion. 
Tony rubs his back. 

“Why did I do what?” 

Peter’s arms tighten around him. “Why’d you risk everything...?” 

“T did it for you, kid.” 


Peter chokes through a sob, chest heaving desperately. “Why,” he keens, “I-I-- you don’t even 
know me.” 


“You're right,” Tony sighed. He didn’t fully understand it either. By all logic, all common sense, 
and all of everything none of it made sense. Why he risked everything to save this kid? It was 
beyond him. But he’d do it again. No questions asked. 


He contemplated spilling the beans right then and there, but the police sirens were getting louder 
and more numerous and it was only a matter of time before they converged on their location. 
JARVIS even provided him with an ETA, tracking the helicopters and cruisers sent out for his 
detainment. Now wasn’t the time... there was no time to even begin explaining the source of this 
whole mess. The reason behind this obsessive attachment and need to protect. The kid would 
probably think him crazy anyways! So, he settles for a vague truth. “I-I can’t explain it right now. 
There’s just something about you kid; ever since I met you, you’ ve felt familiar. A feeling that I 
haven’t felt for a long, long time.” 


“T’m not worth it. You just gave yourself up,” Peter continues to argue, words muffled by his face 
smushed against the metal. “You-you-- do you not realize what you’ ve done? They aren’t going to 
stop looking for you now that they know.” 


Tony rubs his back. JARVIS is speaking in his ear. Less than a minute before they find him and 
Peter on this roof... and even though he knows they have no true way of being able to detain him, 
he doesn’t want them to affiliate Peter with him anymore than they probably already have. 


Especially not his face. 


Gently, he grabs the hem of the hood on Peter’s red jacket, and he can only roll his eyes at the 
atrocity this kid considered a suit. He gently pulls it over his messy hair, pulling at both sides with 
a snug little tug, fingers of both hands wrapped gently around the edges. 


Peter looks up at him, meeting his gaze, and he couldn’t help but smile. So inexplicably happy that 
this kid was alright. 


“T don’t regret it Peter.” His helmet slowly begins to form back over his head in preparation and he 
pulls back, hands migrating away from the hood now hiding the kid’s face, and moves them to his 
shoulders, giving them a firm, but encouraging squeeze. “If anything happened to you, I wouldn’t 
be able to live with myself. History would repeat, and I wouldn’t be able to control it this time.” He 
smiles beneath his helmet. “This world wouldn’t survive my efforts to avenge your life, and neither 
would I.” 


Peter stares at him, eyes sparkling with the wet tears that had yet to be shed. And Tony takes a step 
back, the police sirens beginning to cluster dangerously around their location, and he turned his 
head to the side to spot not one, but two, helicopters narrowing in on their little roof. 


“That’s my cue, kid. Try to lay low for a while... Hopefully Pll see you around.” He gives one last 
teasing tug at the kid’s hood, pulling it down playfully over the kid’s eyes. With that he takes off, 
zooming off into the distance. And just as Peter’s able to move the cloth from his face, Iron Man is 
nothing more than a little speck on the horizon disappearing behind the clouds. 


Peter couldn’t stay for long... There were cops everywhere. 


He pulled the hood taut in an effort to fully conceal his face and slipped back to the house as 
quickly as he could. Beck was gone for the week, visiting his sister for Christamas, so he had the 
house all to himself. Ready and available to accommodate his tears tonight. 


He felt so much guilt... just when he’d really begun to trust Mr. Stark, and Mr. Stark began to trust 
him... he went and pulled something like this. He should’ ve just listened to Tony, then none of this 
would have happened in the first place. Tony wouldn’t be at risk; Spider-Man wouldn’t be at risk. 
Hopefully things would die down enough that it would be safe for Tony to come back, and perhaps 
even safe enough to patrol. 


“Hopefully I'll see you around...” Tony had said 


He couldn’t help but linger on that one word... hopefully. What if things never did die down? 
Which was a very real possibility. The world learning that a supervillain they had thought to be 
dead, actually being alive, wasn’t something anyone just gets over. Hell, it took him weeks to even 
consider the idea as anything other than an atrocity to mankind. And that only changed because of 
Tony’s incessant protectiveness and Peter’s pitiful desperation for attention. 


Tony would not be merciful for the people of the world, and the world would not be forgiving of 
Tony Stark. So, really, what hope was there? Was he ever even going to see Mr. Stark again? It’d 
be stupid for him to come back... right? 


Yes. 


He supposed maybe that would be a good thing if Mr. Stark decided to never come back. The last 
thing Peter needed to do was befriend a terrorist, because technically that’s what Stark was. It 
didn’t matter that the man had saved his life multiple times and been there at every moment he 


might have potentially needed him. None of that mattered, because Stark was a bad person, and 
Peter shouldn’t feel any bit of remorse for causing the man to face the consequences of his actions. 


So, he marched to his room, shouldering the guilt and forcing anger to take its place. He was 
familiar with anger. He knew how to deal with anger. When he got to his room, Peter quickly rid 
himself of the suit, carelessly flinging the fabric on the floor in disgust. Stark had poisoned him 
with these false ideals and morals, he could feel it. All this hatred, and resentment, and negativity 
festering inside of him was all a result of Stark’s actions, and the man should not be forgiven for 
that. 


Peter scowled and retrieved a pair of comfy pajamas and headed for the shower. That was where 
the weight of the day finally caught up with him, as it usually did. It dulled the anger and melted 
the guilt till they both finally gave way to helplessness; hopelessness. His legs give way and he 
drops to the shower floor, letting the scalding water hit his face and drip down his skinny body, 
tracing over the harsh indents of his bones protruding through his flesh. The heat felt nice; it felt 
real. The soothing repetition and the sensation only expounded upon both his calm and his 
realization that all the hope he’s obtained over the past few weeks... was gone. It was inevitable... 
he should have realized that. 


The one adult in his life who actually cared... the first person who’s cared for him since Aunt 
May... why did it have to be Stark? And why did Peter have to ruin it so quickly. 


Maybe this was the universe's way of telling him he didn’t deserve love, even from people he 
wanted to despise. It just went to show how pitiful and desperate he was for someone to love him; 
he went as far to seek comfort in a man who had caused all this suffering to begin with. Oh, how 
ironic the world could be. 


Pitiful. 


He eventually dragged himself off the shower floor and cleaned off the grime from the day that 
hadn’t been washed away by the water. He didn’t even bother to towel dry his hair as he trudged 
back to his room and collapsed on his bed, soaking his pillow almost instantly. By that time his 
eyes were aching and his cheeks felt swollen with all the crying. 


The guilt returned tenfold once the covers were pulled over his body, left in the dark, quiet room, in 
a house all by himself. He had never felt so alone. 


He didn’t even want to know what was being said on the news about the speculation around him or 
his affiliation with Mr. Stark. He could only imagine what sort of coverage they were able to find 
about the events that day, and what outlandish theories they were beginning to formulate. All he 
wanted to know wass if Mr. Stark was okay. And at this point he didn’t care that he shouldn’t care, 
because he’s long since accepted the fact that he couldn’t help but have a bit of affection for him. 
How could he not? He’s like a desperate little duckling, imprinting on the first adult figure that 
showed him any lick of attention. 


Again, pitiful. 


He fell asleep like that, thoughts casted in shadows of guilt and self-loathing. Sadly enough, it was 
nothing he wasn’t used to already. 


He didn’t expect to have to wake until late into the next morning, eager to catch up on the months 
of insomnia and late night patrols. He was desperate for it, especially after such an emotionally 
charged day like today. 


He wasn’t, however, expecting to wake up to a piercing shine beaming against his eyelids. He has 
to squint his eyes through the bright light, eyes burning. 


“What. The. Every-loving. Fuck. Is this, Parker?” 


Peter’s entire body seizes with panic and he sits up blindly, eyes snapping open as if he’d been 
awake for hours. 


“What is this?” Beck grips his spider-suit in one hand, fisting into the red fabric. 


“T-I--” Peter gulps, stumbling over some sort of excuse he would need to conjure within the next 
few seconds. But it was too late, Beck already knows. 


Beck knows. 


“Spider-man,” the man muses, nostrils flaring, but voice calm. It was perplexing, but Peter’s 
known the man long enough to recognize the false calmness. Beck was not pleased. “Gotta say, 
this was the last thing I would’ ve expected from you, you weak piece of shit.” 


“Sir,” Peter can’t help but stutter, “what-what are you doing back so early?” Maybe this was a 
dream. Yeah. A dream. And if he threw some logic at the situation, then he’d wake up so he could 
scoop up his suit off the floor where he’d tossed it so carelessly and hide it properly so this didn’t 
become a reality. 


Beck’s lip curled up with a sneer. “I saw Stark on the news... thought I’d come back to pick you 
up...” He turns his gaze back down to the suit in his hand. “I also saw Spider-man... with Stark. 
You...” Then he looked back up at Peter, and Peter swallowed the rock in his throat as best he 
could. “That’s where you got the watch, isn’t it?” 


Peter doesn’t confirm or deny anything. What was the use? Beck already knew the truth. 


“T brought you into my home!” Beck bellowed, causing Peter to retreat under the covers once more 
with a cower. “And you associate yourself with a terrorist! You’re a menace! You’ ve been tearing 
apart this city and I am ashamed I ever had the gall to refer to you as my son.” 


Peter recoils at the harsh words. Everything he said was true... Peter was a menace, a threat to 
society. A raving piece of shit that didn’t deserve anything short of death. 


Peter endured for a while, half expecting Beck to call the authorities to come cart him away, but he 
never did. Peter was grateful for it, and he took every punishment he received with gratitude, glad 
to finally pay the price for the bad things he’s done. He deserved it. 


It was hard, and it was painful, and he wanted nothing more than to leave. 
But where else did he have to go? 


He didn’t go out as Spider-Man. Beck locked him in the closet at night, so he couldn’t sneak out 
without waking the man, and the food he’s been receiving was barely keeping him alive. He 
struggled standing up most days, his muscles were so weak. So, even if he did go on patrol... he’s 
sure he’d collapse near instantly. 


Yet despite the harsh discipline and crude obscenities he received because of him, he still missed 
Mr. Stark. He agreed with every word Beck spewed. Stark was nothing more than a nefarious, 
depraved rat. The devil himself, and Peter couldn’t find it in himself to disagree. And it was 


shameful how much he missed the man. It was like the world was just playing some sick trick on 
him, because none of it made any logical sense. How could he find himself so attached to a man he 
barely knew? A man he'd despised for years, no less. 


It was like Tony had said about him before he zoomed off to Timbuktu “there’s just something 
about him’, like there was some cosmic connection determined to intertwine their lives no matter 
the cost, because he and Peter had never spent any real quality time together, and apparently this 
illogical connection was already a two way street. Or, maybe it wasn’t his fault. Maybe he wasn’t a 
depraved person for finding comfort in a man of such horrendous crimes. Maybe Peter simply 
missed his presence, the knowing that Mr. Stark would be there if he really needed him. 


But now, when Peter needed him more than ever, sitting here locked in this closet with weeks 
worth of bruises that had yet to heal littering his body, the man was nowhere to be found. He had 
stopped wearing the watch after the first day, but not by choice. Beck took it and stomped it to 
pieces on that first night. 


The day before he was expected back to school after the long winter break, Peter decided he had 
enough and this was his chance to make a run for it. He packed as many of his belongings as he 
could into his backpack and planned his escape for the next afternoon. 


He didn’t tell Ned. 


He got through the whole day and never spoke a word to him. He was tempted several times, but 
he never went through with it. He didn’t want to worry his best friend, or put him out and make 
him feel like he had to invite Peter to come live with them. Peter couldn’t do that to Ned and his 
mom. Instead, he told his friend he’d be out of town for a while; not to worry. 


Even though Peter knew he probably should. 


He ate his fill at lunch, draining his lunch account in the process. So, when the school bell rang he 
was ready to go. He didn’t rush to the bus like Beck had instructed him that morning. Instead, he 
escaped through the back gate and started on his journey. 


He knew several cozy spots thanks to his spontaneous naps as Spider-Man, but the air was deathly 
cold and he didn’t pack near enough clothes to make it through the night. 


He thought about Spider-Manning to keep his body temp up and his muscles moving, but 
according to Ned and most of the gossip around school, the police were looking for Spider-Man 
thinking he was their chance at drawing Tony Stark out of hiding. So, that wasn’t an option, 
especially since now most everyone believes Jameson’s stories from before; a menace terrorizing 
New York. 


They weren’t exactly wrong. 


At some point he’d ducked for cover beneath an overpass when it began to snow. Of course, the 
first sprinkling of snow that week had to be on the night he decided to brave the streets by himself. 
He curls into himself, huddling as tight as he could to preserve some warmth. If he wasn’t so 
young, he’d consider a homeless shelter to take refuge in for the night, but they’d surely call CPS if 
there wasn’t already a missing persons report for him. So, he’ Il have to suffer through the night. 
Yet another punishment for his poor judgement. 


Ned absolutely could not know, he kept telling himself as his teeth began to chatter... but at that 
point, Ned’s house was all the way across town, he’d never make it anyway. 


Peter sits there a while, already verging on delirious with hunger and chills. He had half a mind to 
try and call Tony, to see if he was really okay and appease the worry that had been gnawing at him 
since all this started. 


He had the number memorized... he had it memorized after the first day actually. 
He bangs his head against the cold brick behind him, squinting his eyes closed. 


But in the end he pulls out his phone and calls Tony’s number. As expected, the man didn’t 
answer. In fact, the phone didn’t even ring. All he received was the piercing dial tone as the phone 
automatically hung up, not even allowing him to record a voicemail. Disconnected. 


Peter dropped his head to his knees, releasing the phone from his grip carelessly as he cried. What 
hope was there for him anymore? None. Absolutely none. His fate was to sit here beneath a dingy 
overpass until his body finally succumbed to the hunger, cold, and injuries that have only seemed 
to follow him the past two weeks. 


He whined and he choked through his breakdown, and the universe happened to take pity on him. 
He could almost fee/ the phantom hand rubbing slowly up and down his back to comfort him, and 
he knew exactly who that hand belonged to. Who else would it be? Though, when he turns his 
head, there’s no one there, just as he knew there would be. The warmth doesn’t seep away though, 
if he closed his eyes and concentrated hard enough he could feel Mr. Stark sat beside him like he 
had back in the alley, rubbing his back and telling him everything was going to be okay, pulling 
him closer until he could feel the warmth emitting from his person. Then he heard May... telling 
him he was so brave, so kind, and strong. That he could endure anything, and he smiled through 
his tears. 


The night grew colder, his snot had frozen into icicles it seemed, and he could no longer feel his 
face. It was a dangerous game he was playing, he knew, but what else was he going to do? He 
couldn’t go back to Beck.. he’ll never go back there. He’d rather sit here and die? 


What other options did he have? Where else could he go? 


Then the idea slams into him like a train that had careened off the rails. Tony’s house! Maybe the 
man was hiding out in his house! The hope stung him with a sudden warmth and giddiness and he 
leapt to his feet. He shook his head free of the mess of notions so he could piece together a short, 
quick route to the apartment building. And it only took him a moment to realize it was literally just 
a few blocks down, like his legs had been leading him in that direction all along. 


Tony would know what to do. He would know how to take care of this mess, he’s sure of it. 


He’s shivering from both the cold and from anticipation when he reached the front door, grinning 
SO wide it exposed his chattering teeth. 


But the door was locked. 


Peter grunts in frustration. He’d need to find another way in. Even if Tony were here, he’d never 
know Peter was out here waiting for him. It wasn’t like the man had a callbox... he never had any 
visitors. 


So Peter takes a step back and studies the building with a scrunched nose. He could totally scale it 
if he wanted too... 


He turns to look up and down the street. It wasn’t a busy area at all, most of the buildings run 
down and abandoned much like the exterior of Tony’s home looked to be. There was no one in 


sight. 


And with that deliberation, he doesn’t hesitate to scramble up the side of the building, all the way 
to the top balcony. He pushes open the large windowed doors, pushing through the heavy curtains 
pulled over them on the inside. He’s immediately encased in warmth and darkness. 


Tony may very well be asleep at this hour, so Peter didn’t lose hope yet. He blinked to clear his 
sight, adjusting to the dim lighting, and he wandered through the penthouse, searching for any sign 
Tony had returned home. Peter had only ever been in the living room and kitchen area, he never 
got to explore the rest, so he was travelling blind. 


The place felt barren, and Peter swallowed the negative lump, drowning them in his desperate hope 
that Tony would be here, because Tony would know what to do and even though Peter’s only 
known him for a short while, he trusts him... despite all he’s done, Peter truly trusts him. 


He finds a double set of doors in the hall, and his gut knows exactly what room it is. Slowly, he 
pushes one of the doors open, gaze falling onto the immaculately made bed. 


Tony wasn’t here. 


Peter felt the tears in his eyes begin to well, and he steps further into the room. He sees the small, 
black device discarded on the comforter. He picks it up and turns it over in his hands. It was 
Tony’s phone, and beside it on the bed was the crushed SIM card that had once belonged to it... 
Peter looks around, chin beginning to quiver. 


Tony had come back here... probably to gather a few things and erase all evidence of his existence 
before he fled the city. 


That was it. That was all the proof Peter needed. 


Peter collapsed onto the warm bed, sitting on the very edge as he stared down at the phone held 
tight in his hands, begging himself not to cry over something so pathetic. 


Tony was gone, and he wasn’t planning on coming back. And it was all Peter’s fault. 


Slowly, Peter falls to the side, pulling his knees close to his chest as his face presses into the soft 
satin pillow that had probably once belonged to Tony. 


He didn’t know what to do now... 
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Day 11: "Didn't know where else to go" / Revenge 


Chapter Summary 


Tony's out of his element. He’s ignorant to many things in relation to offering someone 
else comfort, but closure and vengeance is one thing he’s damn good at. 
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graphic dialogue towards the end (maybe too graphic, but I got caught up in the 
moment; sue me). 


And I think that's about it. So enjoy! 
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Peter’s there for days, maybe weeks, he couldn’t keep track at this point. He’s glad he had the 
foresight to warn Ned of his absence. His friend would definitely be the leading cause behind filing 
a missing persons report, because he knows Beck wouldn’t do it, content to mooch off of CPS as 
long as possible. And Peter really didn’t need anyone out looking for him. He didn’t even want to 
think about the turmoil and stress that would ensue. He didn’t want to deal with it. Ever. 


He just wanted to lie here on this couch forever, stare at the fire crackling in the fireplace and 
watch the orange light bleed through the darkness of Mr. Stark’s home. It reminded him of that 
night he’d followed Mr. Stark here... he missed him. Still. 


He wasn’t afraid to admit it anymore at all; not even ashamed. He missed him. And he felt so 
incredibly guilty for turning the man’s world entirely upside down. If Peter hadn’t acted so 
carelessly none of this would be happening. Tony wouldn’t be on the run, Beck wouldn’t have 
found out about Spider-Man, and Peter wouldn’t be slowly starving to death, lying here on Stark’s 
couch, the licks of flames dancing up from the fire cradling him in a hypnotic trance. 


There was food in the kitchen, he knew there was, but just the thought of food made him sick, and 
he knew if he did try to stand he wouldn’t have a chance at making it that far before passing out. 


He’d long since accepted the fact that he’d die at a young age due to his vigilante hobby, but he 
must admit he never expected it to happen this young, especially not since Mr. Stark started 
showing up every moment he needed him. He hadn’t failed him once... until now. Now that Peter 
needs him... he’s not here. He stares down at the shattered face of the watch he’s been clutching in 
his hand since he arrived. Mr. Stark wasn’t coming back, and that was something Peter would have 


to accept. How could he come back, with all these people looking for him? It’d be impossible and 
probably the stupidest decision the man could make. But of course Peter’s still clinging to that 
childish hope that he’d see him again. Preferably before he wastes away here on this very couch. 


Though at this rate, it didn’t seem like that was likely to happen. He didn’t even feel the pangs of 
hunger anymore, and he could feel his body slowly shutting down. It felt almost like a relief to be 
ridded of that constant ache in his stomach. 


He’s been living off of that one school lunch meal for a week, and Peter could feel the definition of 
his bones when he ran a shaky hand over his ribs, or along his shoulder and arms. It wasn’t healthy 
by any means, but what did he care? There would be no “long run” to worry about, just the next 
couple of days before he peacefully slipped off to sleep into a gentle void of nothingness. And if 
this is what those last couple of days felt like... then he had nothing left to worry about. 


He drifted off, muscles and body aching from lying in the same position he had been for days. He 
had nice dreams, most consisting of finally being with Aunt May again, and his parents. They were 
waiting for him when he arrived and he was so, so happy to see them, it brought tears to his eyes. 
He didn’t know why he hadn’t thought of doing this before. No one but Ned would’ve missed 
him... and Ned would get over it-- will get over it. 


Something draws him out of his dream just before he falls too far, and at first he thought it was the 
usual convulsing of his stomach urging him to vomit up some bile, or perhaps the heat of a fever 
and a throbbing headache, but it was none of those. 


Instead, it was a soft, light pressure against the side of his face. A small, calloused pad of warmth 
slowly stroking along his cheek, beneath his eye. It made his nose tickle, and his nostrils flared in 
response to the touch. His ears slowly cue in, and he’s hit with a sudden cacophony of noise. From 
the light sound of traffic several blocks down, and the small crackling of the dimming fire in the 
fireplace, all the way to the soft words belonging to a voice all too familiar, yet entirely 
unidentifiable. 


“Pete?” The voice cracks with anxious distress. “C’mon Pete, wake up.” 


Then there’s a gentle hand on his shoulder, and all feelings along his skin and limbs begin to 
return. He’s being shaken back and forth, head lolling from side to side, but his groggy mind 
confuses it with... he didn’t know what it was. He just knows that everything feels numb and 
sensitive all at the same time. 


The warm embrace against the side of his face disappears, and something scratchy and pokey is 
pressed gently against his lips, urging them to part. “C’mon Pete,” the voice begs again. 


His tongue felt heavy and thick, weighed down by congealed saliva, but the pressure broke past the 
barrier of his lips despite it. He still couldn’t force himself to open his eyes. 


The potent taste of salt hits his tongue and it sends a sudden shock through his whole system, like it 
finally realized it was in the waking world. The groggy convulsion alerts the voice of his slight 
awareness and now his body is manhandled into a sitting position. Even though his eyes are 
beginning to peek open he has no strength left in his limbs to try and fight the external force. He’s 
leant up against a warm cushion-y surface, a heavy weight settling over his shoulders as the culprit 
for the salt is pushed past his lips once more. 


He bites down slowly, crumbs falling off at the corners of his mouth and the voice from earlier is 
quick to praise him. 


“Good job, kiddo. C’mon, just a little more.” The taste sits heavy in his mouth and it slowly grows 
soggy atop his tongue, which urges him to swallow it. And, it seemed that the moment it slid down 
his throat, his body remembered all that it was missing and he was hit with a sharp pang in his 
abdomen, and he’s quick to take another bite. 


His head lolls to the side, the cracker pushed back against his mouth, and his forehead pressed 
against something warm, engulfing him with a strong whiff of aftershave and alcohol. And slowly 
he’s able to piece together the warm shape he’s pressed against: an arm around his shoulders, a 
solid body sitting beside him, and the sharp outline of a jaw propped atop his head. Meaning the 
warmth bringing life back to his frozen nose and face must be the neck and shoulder. 


His mind can only conjure one person to picture with him in this scenario. However unrealistic it 
was. 


“ “ny?” Most of it’s a groan, but it must’ve been articulate enough for the voice to understand, and 
he’s instantly blanketed in more warmth and praise, pulled even closer to the warm body. 


“Yes! It’s me. It’s Tony, kid.” The jaw resting on his head moves slightly in a way he couldn’t 
fully discern, and it’s followed by a soft but strong protrusion pressing against the top of his head, 
warm air passing over his scalp in short spurts before the jaw returns to its place. 


It makes Peter smile. He’s not entirely sure why yet, but the warmth that blooms across his chest 
enlivens him in a way he never thought he’d experience ever again. 


He eats more crackers, and he sips water through a straw regularly pressed to his lips as well. He 
doesn’t know how many he eats or how much he drinks, but soon enough the feelings begin to 
slowly bleed back, urging life back into his limbs and his brain. His stomach wasn’t very happy, 
but that didn’t come as a surprise to him 


“You feeling better kiddo? That’s almost the whole pack.” A heavy hand is pressed to his face, 
then migrates up to pet his hair. “I don’t know what’s good to feed ya when you’re like this. You 
gotta help me out here.” 


“Mm,” Peter groans. He knows it's unhelpful, but his belly felt stuffed and now all he could think 
about was how cold he was.The penthouse was warm and cozy, but it seemed ever since he 
arrived, Peter still couldn’t shake that chill that had settled in his bones. The thought alone made 
him shiver. 


“Are you still thirsty?” The voice sounded nervous. “Yeah, you’re probably still thirsty. Lemme go 
get some more water.” The body begins to move away, which meant so was the warmth. 


A strong tremble travels along Peter’s body with nervous anticipation, the muscles in his fingers 
spasming to grip at the person desperately before they could leave him alone. 


“Hey, hey, what’s wrong?” A strong hand grabs his fingers, gripping them gently between their 
larger ones. “You with me? You okay?” 


“Mm,” Peter replies unhelpfully once more. He may not be able to reason or ruminate just yet, but 
he does know that he’s cold. He grabs the fingers around his and holds on tight, searching out 
warmth once more by diving his head back towards the warm cushion-y barrier from before and 
rooting himself there. 


“Okay, okay.” The arm around his shoulders moves to rub warmth into his other arm, encircling 
him completely in the embrace. “Why’d you do this to yourself, Pete?” The voice whispers, a 


palpable despair in their tone. “You scared me.” 


“Mm,” Peter hummed, eyelids pulsing open and closed with a firm determination to remain awake. 
His vision was blurred with soft orange light and the hard blackness of shadows. A sight he’s come 
to find as quite familiar and ironically comforting. 


He feels better this time when he is pulled to sleep. Not so much on the brink of death anymore, 
but he feels he’s still teetering precariously close to that cliff. Though despite the nonsense the 
thought made, he knew the voice and the warmth would hold on tightly, and they wouldn’t let him 
fall. 


He wakes up, warm and comfy in a nice big bed. He rolls onto his side with a groan, stomach 
screaming with hunger, and he lifts a hand to rub his fingers over his burning eyes. His entire body 
felt like it’d been wrung through a trash compactor. And he didn’t know how he ended up in a 
bed... He opened his eyes and looked around the room, then cursed under his breath. He was in 
Tony’s bed. In all the time he’s stayed hidden away in this penthouse, he’d stayed on that damned 
couch. He didn’t know what had occured last night to result in him crawling his way into this 
room. 


His muscles felt weak and very unsteady, but he forced himself out of bed anyway. He needed to 
get out of that room, he needed to get back to the couch. He struggled opening the door, and he 
clutched at the wall as he stumbled and tripped his way back towards the main room. It didn’t even 
occur to him to question the light bleeding down the hall via the opened curtains scattering around 
the place. This morning wasn’t making any sense anyway, it didn’t matter. 


He was a little more than halfway there when he collapsed, his left leg giving out first, tripping up 
his balance and toppling him to the wooden floor. He lands with a heavy bang, and he winces at 
the dull throb that resulted in his side. 


“Peter?!” Loud footsteps follow the exclamation, and Peter’s entire body seizes with shock. 
Was that?? 
It was. 


Tony appears from around the corner seconds later, crouching in front of him with bulging plastic 
bags draped from his arms, hands reaching out towards him to help him off the ground. 


“What in the world are you doing out of bed, kid? I told you to stay put.” And before Peter could 
even put up a protest, he was being lifted into the air and led back down the hall the way he came, 
back into Tony’s room. 


It was like he’d just returned from the dentist, cotton stuffed in his mouth, tongue paralyzed, and 
brain conjuring weird loop-de-loops because he was still high on the pain meds. Because Mr. Stark 
was here. Carrying him. 


If he wasn’t so startled and shocked by the man’s sudden appearance, he’d surely be mortified, but 
all he could do was stare dubiously at the side of his face as they walked. Then he was being 
lowered gently back into the bed, and as soon as Tony released him he dropped the bags from his 
arms and they hit the floor with muted thumps. Giving the man the freeness to meticulously tuck 
the sheets and cover back over Peter’s frailing body. 


Any semblance of flesh had withered off his bones, thanks to his recent lack of appetite. 


There was a harsh line molded between Tony’s brows as he messed anxiously with the sheets, and 
then turned his fixations towards the bags he’d just dropped. Peter didn’t speak a word during the 
entire ordeal, still unsure if this was just some weird dream or not. 


“T picked up some stuff from the convenient store down the block. This’!! do much better than 
those Saltines from last night.” He lifts up the bottle of red gatorade to show, cracks open the lid, 
then plops a little bendy straw into the opening. “I would’ve gotten the ones with the sippy cup 
caps, y’ know,” he rambled, sitting down on the mattress beside him and holding the straw up to his 
lips with shaky fingers, “but this was all they had. ’'m assuming your favorite color is red, but I got 
all the other colors too.” Just as Peter takes a tentative sip, Tony pulls it back looking as if he was 
in the midst of a panic. “Damn, I should’ve asked you what flavor you wanted. Do you want blue 
instead? I can get the blue one,” Tony bends down so quickly it almost gives Peter whiplash, hand 
and head disappearing beside the bed, the rustling of plastic bags sounding during the frantic 
search. Then Tony sits up to brandish the blue gatorade,offering it towards him instead. “Or I've 
got green... and the white one.” 


They stare at each other for several moments, and Peter’s not entirely sure what Tony expects him 
to say, so he settles with something simple. 


“T-I like red.” 


The straw is back at his lips and Tony’s nodding a little too feverishly. “Yeah, yeah, see I knew 
that.” 


Peter sips on the drink, Tony watches him, and that little worried crease between his eyebrows 
doesn’t go away. 


When he’s finished, he pulls away from the straw and leans back against the pillow, finally feeling 
a bit refreshed. Just as Tony begins to insist he drink more, Peter asks his question. ““What are you 
doin’ here?” 


Tony scoffs at him, an offended frown coming over his face. “This is my house. I should be the 
one asking you that question.” 


And really, that was a good point. Peter didn’t know why he was here either. He drops his gaze to 
stare at his lap. He didn’t mean to worry the man, or get in his way... he just wanted someplace 
warm to stay. 


““M sorry.” He mumbled softly, a heaviness overcoming his eyes with the pressure building behind 
them. 


“Shit, kid, I didn’t mean-- I didn’t mean it like that.” Tony’s hot palm presses against the side of his 
neck, thumb dipping under his chin to force his gaze back up. “I’m just worried “bout you. I came 
home and found you on my couch, passed out and-and small as a twig, pale, and I didn’t know 
what to do.” 


Peter leans into the touch without thought, absorbing the tender affection like he was starved for 
it. 


“T didn’t know where else to go,” Peter whispers, tears finally beginning to fall from his eyes. The 
thumb tucked beneath his chin quickly moves to soothe over his cheeks, brushing the fallen tears 
away. It forces a smile from Peter, a bittersweet, desperate smile, formed with quivering lips. 


Tony rips his hand away, suddenly and violently, like he’d only just realized what he was doing, 


stumbling away from the edge of the bed. He shook out the hand that’d been against Peter’s cheek 
like it had been infected with an abhorrent substance, and the man turned his back to Peter, other 
hand lifting to run through his hair while he cursed under his breath. 


He avoids Peter’s eyes when he does turn back around. He points towards the gatorade sitting on 
the bedside table and clears his throat before delivering his instructions. “Drink all of that. I'll be 
back soon.” 


He shuffles from the room, grabbing one of the plastic bags on his way, and Peter can hear his 
distant mutterings under his breath as he leaves the room. It left an odd sense of emptiness in him, 
and he turned to look at the small bottle of red gatorade. 


He didn’t reach for it, opting to watch the door. Awaiting Tony’s return. 


Tony reappeared after several minutes, looking much less perturbed than when he had left. He 
came bearing soup and he set it down beside the empty bottle. He kept his distance this time 
though. The worried line between his brows were gone, taking upon an unperturbed expresion... 
simply gesturing with his head towards the steaming bowl. 


He pulls up a chair, and when Peter still hadn’t made a move for the soup and Tony remained 
under his unyielding stare. After several more moments, and Peter had yet to move, Tony reached 
over to place the bowl gently in his lap. It wasn’t full by any means, so Peter didn’t worry about it 
spilling. 


“Peter, you have to eat,” he nods down towards the bowl again. “And while you eat, I want you to 
tell me everything that happened while I was gone. Everything that got you to this point.” He 
waves his finger in a circular motion in gesture to his body, fixing Peter with a stern look, and Peter 
drops his head shyly. 


“Can-can I eat first?” 


“Sure.” 


Peter eats as slow as possible under Tony’s watchful eye. Sadly, however, there was only a finite 
amount of soup and when Peter was finished, Tony was ready to talk, taking the bowl from his 
hands and putting it to the side. 


“Alright, kid, spill.” Tony had his serious frown on; the same one Peter remembered he wore 
during the couple lectures he gave in the past. “No skimping on details.” 


Peter turns his gaze away from him, skin prickling with anxiety. “My foster dad found out I was 
Spider-Man... an-and he thought I was working for you. I just... it made him really angry and I just 
wanted to get away! So, I came to look for you, but you weren’t here and I thought you were never 
coming back...” 


He’s bowing his head to hide his tears, meaning he didn’t realize Tony had gotten out of his chair 
until he was settling beside him on the bed, and Peter’s head snapped up to look at him when he 
felt the matress dip. The man sat right beside him, shoulder pressing up against his, and the worry 
line making a reappearance. 


“T’m sorry, I shouldn’t have left you like that.” 


“T-I’m not your responsibility,” Peter argues, “you shouldn’t feel sorry. /’m the one that screwed 
everything up and ruined your life.” He felt the trembling in his lips begin once more and he turns 


his head to hide it. “Everything that’s happened... to you... to me. It’s all my fault.” 


Strong fingers grab his chin and force his gaze back, and Tony’s glaring down at him. “No, none of 
this is your fault.” 


“Are you stupid?!” Peter bites, cheeks heating up with both frustration and embarrassment. He 
shakes off Tony’s grip on his chin. “You told me to stay away from those weapons, but I didn’t 
listen! And then I end up getting into trouble, and you felt the need to come rescue me!” He grips 
his hair, pulling at the curls in frustration and turning back to his lap as he continues to ramble. 
“And-and it’s my fault that I left my suit on my floor before bed. So it’s my fault when Beck found 
them,” he turns his gaze back up to Tony, tears now flowing freely from his eyes, “and it’s my fault 
that I didn’t fight back. ’'m Spider-Man... it’s-it’s, he should have no power over me and-and he 
only has it because I’m scared.” 


Tony’s grip is softer this time when he grabs his chin. 


“Hey,” he soothes, lifting his other hand to wipe away the tears, “don’t you ever blame yourself for 
this. You’re a kid, I’m an adult, and it’s my job to keep you safe.” His gaze turns steely, and Peter 
feels his grip tighten slightly on his chin. “I just need to know one thing Peter... did he hurt you?” 


The silence and the immediate influx of tears was apparently enough confirmation for the man, and 
he instantly releases Peter, a tight growl rumbling through his chest as he pushes himself off the 
bed. Peter sees the orange flareup appearing above the man’s collar, climbing up the veins of his 
neck. He knew well enough to know Tony’s intentions. 


“No,” he chokes, diving after the man. He grabs a strong fistful of his shirt before he could get too 
far, and Tony turns to look down at him, his blue eyes vivid as ever. “Please don’t...” 


“Peter,” Tony growls, a tight rumbling passing through him. “He’s not getting away with this. He’s 
not getting away with laying his hands on you.” 


“Please...” Peter begged desperately. “Please don’t kill him... Please.” He’s crying in earnest now, 
and Tony takes pity. 


He grabs Peter’s hand, gently prying it from his clothes to hold firmly in his palm. “Pete.” 
“Please don’t leave,” Peter tries. 


He couldn’t stand the thought of being responsible for Beck’s death, because then the world’s 
point would be proven. Spider-Man was just as bad as Iron Man. Any notion of ‘hero’ was dead. 


He knows Tony will kill him. He can see it in his eyes. The rage. 
“Please don’t leave me.” 


“Peter...” Peter’s tempted to label the sound that emits from the man as a soft whine as Tony 
slowly sits himself back on the mattress, never releasing his hold of Peter’s hand. 


“Stay.” He tugs Tony closer. If he was close enough to hold onto, Peter could keep him from 
leaving. 


“Okay, okay,” Tony relents, scooting back up beside him. Peter doesn’t risk doing anything more 
than pressing his shoulder against him. The touch was enough to draw him comfort for the 
moment. Just enough to lull him back into a peaceful sleep. 


Beck’s seething, fisting the red cloth in his hand. Peter was gone... and he was in deep shit. There 
was no way CPS wouldn’t investigate him after this. He stares at the undecorated Christmas Tree 
standing lifelessly in the corner as he downs another swig from his bottle. He grimaces. He didn’t 
usually go immediately for the hard liquor, but the week had been particularly difficult for him. 
After his Boss found out about Tony Stark being alive... it had been chaotic. And it never failed to 
construct a headache waiting just for him at the end of the day. 


There were two sharp knocks at the door, and he flinched in surprise, eyes darting to the clock 
hung on the wall. 10:48. Who the hell was at his door so late at night? 


Before he even had a chance to stand from his easy chair, his door blew in. 


He leaped from the chair, dropping everything in his hands during his frantic stumble. The bottle 
shattered on the floor, and the suit soaked up the spilt liquid. He shouted in surprise and stared at 
the man standing in his doorway. 


“S-Stark?’” 


The man in question steps past the threshold, onto the fallen door. His eyes glowed, his entire body 
illuminated like he was under the light of a strong fire. He doesn’t say anything, but Beck thinks he 
knows why he was here. 


Beck slowly moves himself away from the room, backpedaling as quickly as possible, tripping 
over his own drunken steps. Stark moves closer. 


“Hey, Stark. What are- what are you doin’ here?” 
“T think you know.” His voice was gravelly and strained, and Beck shuddered. 


“T-I really don’t,” he lies. He crashes into the decorative table set up at the beginning of the hall. A 
potted plant and several books crashing to the floor. 


Stark steps closer, chin dipping to his chest which only highlights his sharp, shining glare, his head 
tilting only slightly to the side. 


“T reeally think you do.” 
Beck falls to the ground. 


And as Tony begins to gain on him, he starts his rambling. 


“Whatever that kid told you was a total lie, I swear. He makes up all kinds of stories! I’ ve been 
nothing but hospitable--” Tony grabs him by the throat, lifting him clean off the ground with 
nothing more than his human arm. Then he squeezes, bringing their faces close as Beck chokes 
desperately around his hand. 


“Tt’s too late,” he whispers into his face, voice calm and soothing, “I remember you... how much 
trouble you were back in the day.” A dangerous grin flitted over Stark’s face. “Nothing you say 
will get you out of this. ’m going to make you feel every bit of pain my kid suffered at your hands. 
In fact, if it wasn’t for that kid, 'd slit you open and splash around like a child playing in a puddle, 
and string your guts around that tree like decorative garlands. You best be glad I’m a man of my 
word...” 


When Peter blinks awake, his head is lying on the pillow, blankets pulled up around his shoulders 


and Tony sat beside him. Head thrown back against the headboard, mouth open, snoring, and a 
discarded tablet hanging loosely in his grip atop his lap. 


Peter smiles, snuggling further into the pillow and pulling the blankets tight around him. 


He didn’t think to pay any mind to the small splatter of red on the cuffs of his shirt. 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope everyone is still enjoying!! This was my last prewritten chapter and I've gotten 
about a quarter of the way through the next one... yikes. But I have some confidence 
thanks to you lovelies from the comments last chapter. I cherish your support dearly! 


Apologies if someone took Tony's character to be a little OOC this chapter, but keep in 
mind that very little has been revealed about his character and his history so far... so, 
trust me, I guess? And if in the long run you still feel the same then feel free to call me 


out 


Day 12: Lab Day / Carrying 


Chapter Summary 


Peter coaxes out a few answers from Tony... he didn't mean for it to upset him like it 
did... 


Chapter Notes 


Alright guys! Here's the next chapter! 


Keep in mind what I said a couple chapters ago... this fic is not going to be using 
Endgame styled time travel. Get that all out of your head. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Peter was asleep more often than he was awake.. But Tony took advantage of Peter's sleepiness, 
spending his time renovating one of the storage rooms down the hall into a makeshift bedroom. 
Him and Peter talked while he was awake, conversing and learning about each other, and when 
Peter fell asleep Tony would browse online for proper decorations based on the conversations of 
the day. But he didn’t show Peter the room until it was fully complete and Tony was sure it would 
be to the kid’s liking. He hadn’t even thought about the gesture being too forward when he proudly 
presented the room to him. Not until Peter began to stutter and flush in embarrassment, insisting it 
was way too much. Tony quickly disagreed, of course, because he wanted his bed back while Peter 
recovered... at least that was the reason he told him. 


So Peter continued his recovery in his room, building LEGO sets on his bed with Tony when he 
was around, and reading books when he wasn't. And Tony continued his routine, keeping Peter 
full, happy, and warm, and he liked to think he was doing a pretty decent job at it. It was a constant 
battle though, it seemed. Tony quickly learned that Peter wasn’t the type to laze around and sit in 
bed all day. Although, he should have already discerned that considering the kid’s after school 
activities. So, he ended up having quite a hard time keeping the Spider-Child in the bed. The kid 
was already beginning to bounce back after only a couple days, and now he was ready to get up 
and move around even though Tony knows he needs to rest. His vitals were doing better, and he 
was eating more, but the kid was still scrawny as can be. It didn’t look like the kid would be able to 
stand without being blown over. So it left him with a few concerns. Peter's metabolism was still 
fluctuating and Tony would rather get that stable before the kid started running circles around the 
living room. 


But once Peter proved he was able to walk steadily on his own two feet, Tony allowed him to 
move to the living room for parts of the day so he wasn’t confined to the stuffy room. This led to 
movie marathons that Tony found he quite enjoyed to sit in on. And now he had plans to purchase 
a few gaming consoles to provide Peter with a bit more entertainment as well. Peter hadn’t 
expressed to him any want for one but he had a feeling that was right up the kid’s alley. 


So all in all, things were going well, and Tony had no worries. No one was looking for him in New 


York, he’d spent those two weeks leaving quite the little trail of breadcrumbs, which gave the 
authorities something to keep them busy for the next year or so. Though he supposed he might 
have to take another round trip thanks to his encounter with Quentin the other night. Although, the 
man did appear to be fairly drunk so there could be a chance he forgot the entire encounter. 


He’d beaten him within an inch of his life, and Tony made sure he was awake for the whole thing, 
and now he was in a coma. The investigation regarding the assault has been broadcasted on the 
news for days and that was yet another reason he was so adamant to keep to a routine with Peter. 
He didn’t need the kid happening upon the morning or evening news to find out Tony’d left him 
that first night to go rough up his old foster father. 


An entire week passed without issue and life was beginning to feel more normal than it had in a 
very long time. He woke up one morning, well rested and ready to start the day. He had no desire 
to mope around in bed, or go spend the day at the bar downtown. None of that. Now, it felt like his 
life had purpose, and he didn’t realize he needed to be needed, and it has been so long since 
someone had needed him. It made him feel both guilty, and exhilarated. 


He worked through his usual morning routine, he went to check in on Peter in his room as he 
usually did every morning before heading to the kitchen and starting breakfast. The kid was not an 
early riser, but that morning was apparently different. Peter wasn’t passed out, starfished across the 
bed as he usually was when Tony checked on him. And as soon as Tony absorbed it, he heard the 
mumble of voices from the living room TV. Sounding much like those of a newscaster. 


He winced, scowling and grumbling under his breath as he stormed into the living room. Sure 
enough, Peter sat on the couch with a bowl of cereal in hand, watching the news with avid eyes. 


His head snapped over to Tony as soon as he entered the room, eyes wide with guilt as he 
simultaneously jabbed his finger on the remote to change the channel. Tony rolled his eyes. The 
kid was so not subtle. 


“Alright, out with it,” he waves his hand, squeezing the bridge of his nose with his fingers, “what 
did you see?” He could already feel the beginnings of a headache forming. 


“Nothing,” Peter immediately mumbles through his mouth full of chewed Cheerios. 


Tony didn’t grace the poorly fabricated lie with an answer. He stared Peter down, blinking slowly 
to express how truly unimpressed he was with the situation. 


Peter swallows and begins his stammering. “It was just... it was just Beck. I-I saw what you did.” 
Of course he did. 


Tony huffed, turning away and marching towards the kitchen on heavy feet, similar to the way a 
toddler would express its dissatisfaction. 


“T didn’t kill him...” He mumbled defensively under his breath. 
Peter heard him. Damn that kid’s hearing. 
“T know,” he said. “They said he’s in a coma...” 


“Serves him right,” Tony griped, busying himself with the coffee maker and avoiding all eye 
contact. He couldn’t bear seeing the betrayal on the kid’s face. 


He did what he had to do... his mind wouldn’t let him rest knowing that the bastard was still out 


there. He tried so hard to abide by Peter’s wishes. He tried talking himself into staying with Peter 
for hours it seemed... but he couldn’t. That feral beating in his heart had burned at his ears, and his 
muscles had cramped with constricted energy, and he only felt that sweet sense of release until he 
saw Beck lying beneath him with dried blood caking his face. 


He didn’t realize Peter was beside him until he spoke again. “Thank you.” 


His head snapped up in surprise. A thanks wasn’t what he was expecting. Tears, angry screams, 
accusations, he was expecting. Not this. 


“What?” He squinted suspiciously, studying Peter’s face for any indication of anger. 
But Peter just shrugged. 
“Just... thanks for defending my honor, I guess. And thank you for not killing him.” 


“Oh,” Tony’s head dropped back down and he sniffed. “Well, it wasn’t a problem. I take it 
personally when bastard’s like that don’t get their ass handed to them for the shit they do.” 


“Like my Uncle Ben?” Peter’s voice goes soft, and Tony’s shoulders go rigid. They hadn’t 
broached that subject even in the deepest of their usual conversations... not since that first night 
when Peter was quite literally out for his blood. And, now, Tony wasn’t sure what the proper 
answer was. 


So he settled for the truth. The truth was safe, because Peter already knew the truth. 


“T... like I said before kid,” he sighs, “I’m not sorry for what I did, but I’m sorry that it affected 


” 


you. 


“T know.” When Tony looks up at him, the kid is smiling. Sad, yet tranquil at the same time; like 
he’d finally come to peace with the actions Tony took against his Uncle. “I mean, I think you 
could’ve gone about it a different way... but I’m still thankful.” 


Tony sniffs again. “Hmm, you’re taking this very maturely. Very proud. I was expecting a bit 
more,” he waves his finger in a slow circle in a gesture to Peter’s body. 


“What?” Peter laughed, “want me to throw a tantrum?” 
Tony shrugs. “It’s what I was expecting, honestly.” 


Peter throws his hands up in the air like he was exasperated, but he was fighting against a grin. 
“Excuse me for wanting to have a mature conversation.” He rolls his eyes before he turns to walk 
back to the couch. and Tony watches him leave with a soft chuckle. He sips at his coffee, and the 
kid watches his cartoons. The room was charged with a healthy serving of awkwardness and 
tension, most definitely from the heavy, unspoken words hanging in the air between both parties, 
and Tony finds himself wanting to be anywhere but there at the moment. 


“Hey kid, wanna go down and see the shop today? Little change of scenery?” 


Peter’s entire body turns, perking up on the couch, hands braced on the back as he stares at Tony 
with a gaping mouth. “You’re joking.” He accused. 


Tony frowned. “No. I’m being serious.” 


Peter scrambles off the couch and Tony urges himself not to scold the kid for moving around so 


recklessly. He wasn’t the kid’s Dad. Peter rushes up to his side, cheeks pinkened with excitement. 
“Are you gonna teach me how to time travel?” 


“No.” 


(2? 


“Aww, c’mon! I’ve always wanted to meet Einstein!” Peter whined, chasing after Tony as the man 
exited the small apartment and began down the stairs to the floor below. 


Tony sighs. “I’m afraid that’s not how it works Pete.” 
“Well, how does it work then?” Peter pestered. 


Tony was thoroughly unamused, but Peter wasn’t deterred. He was a naturally curious and 
excitable person and his curiosity and excitement was long overdue. It’d been forever since he was 
able to be excited about anything, and it put quite the permanent damper on his mood. 


He trots after Tony, and soon Tony’s ushering him through the door on the floor below. It looked 
just like the plain, boring apartment door leading into the penthouse; kind of underwhelming, but 
Peter supposes that was probably a requirement for a supervillain’s secret base. It was supposed to 
be discreet. 


The room was dark when he entered, and it isn’t until Tony’s closed the door behind them, casting 
the room into complete darkness, that the man flips on the switch and the fluorescent lights above 
flicker on to illuminate the absolute magnificence of Tony Stark’s workshop. 


“Oh my god.” Peter doesn’t remember a time he’s felt so giddy and awestruck. His breath was 
caught in his chest, and any moment now he will probably start squealing and end up making an 
absolute fool out of himself. 


“T knew you would like it,” Tony chuckles from behind him. “You’re such a nerd.” 
Peter spins around to gape at the man . 


“T don’t think you understand the situation right now,” Peter insisted. “I am in Tony Stark’s 
workshop... This is where all technological advancements over the past two decades were born. 
Well not here--” Peter quickly began to stammer, waving his hand around nervously, “--I mean 
somewhere like it.” 


“Wow, kid, I’m flattered.” Tony moves further into the large room, but Peter remains rooted to the 
spot. 


A cursed thought passes through his mind... he wants to see the Iron Man suit. Amongst the 
scattering of machines and tools, and half-assed tinkerings, Peter finds no evidence of Iron Man. 
And considering this was Tony Stark’s personal workshop, he kind of expected to find some hints 
of the iconic armor somewhere. He hadn’t even realized he was wishing to see it until now. It made 
no sense on a psychological or logical level. Why would he want to see the source of so much of 
his suffering? The notorious armor had been molded into a symbolic representation of evilness. 


Still, in some childish part of his brain, he couldn’t help but continue to correlate the armor to a 
sense of heroism and giddiness. However wrong it felt. 


“Where’s your armor?” He found himself asking without filter, glancing around the workshop once 
more to make sure he hadn’t missed it. 


Tony turns to look at him, body already bent over one of his tables working on something. His 


neck craned to the side, looking at him with a crooked brow. Apparently, Tony was just as 
skeptical as Peter was regarding his curiosity of the suit. 


“Are you—” Tony’s face did a weird twitch. “Are you sure that’s a good idea, kiddo?” 
No. 
Peter nods. 


Tony smirks, amused and dubious all at the same time. He pushes away from the table and waves 
for Peter to follow him further into the shop. “You’re a weird kid, gotta say.” 


They walk across the whole open floor, which Peter’s pretty sure was bigger than the whole square 
footage of Beck’s house. They stop at the wall at the back of the room, shelves and countertops 
decorating the space to make it look entirely inconspicuous. 


“Oh my god,” Peter gasps, “Please tell me this is a secret wall. Please tell me you have a secret evil 
lair on the other side of this wall. Pleasepleaseplease.” His mutterings are soft, and he finds himself 
losing his tight grip on the fanboy inside him. He had to fist his fingers tight to avoid bouncing on 
his feet. 


“T knew I liked you for a reason,” Tony grinned. And sure enough, he reached over to place his 
palm flat on the wall. One of the shelves moved to reveal some other high-tech panel beside where 
he had his hand placed. Tony bends at the waist to line up his eyes with the panel, then 
straightening back up and punching in the code on the keypad below it. 


Peter didn’t breathe at all as he watched the whole ordeal, entirely enthralled. 


“T would just like to say Mr. Parker—” Peter jumped at the sudden voice that sounded from the 
ceiling. “Mr. Stark is more than capable of simply instructing me to open the door for him. He 
never goes about this length failsafe. He is most definitely showing off for you.” 


“Oh, go fuck off JARVIS!” Tony shouts at the ceiling as the wall slowly begins to fold away in 
large spinning panels. Then he turns to Peter. “That’s my AI. He seems to have lost some of his 
manners after not having interacted with anyone other than me for quite a while.” 


“AI?” Peter squeaks. Could Tony get any cooler? No, he didn’t think it was possible. But his shock 
and admiration for the computer was only short lived as the room beyond the secret wall slowly 
flickers to life, revealing the legion of armors displayed along the far wall in a large semi-circle. 
His jaw drops. 


Iron Man. All of them. So many of them. Gold. Red. Silver. 


“Well...” Tony cleared his throat and if Peter wasn’t mistaken he would say the man almost 
sounded nervous. “This is where the magic happens.” 


“T so wish my eight-year-old self could’ ve seen this right now.” Peter whispers, stepping further 
into the room. He sees a particularly familiar armor off to the side, and he rushes forward, pressing 
up against the glass surrounding it. 


“This is the armor you wore at the Stark Expo!” 
Tony frowned. “That’s Mark VI. I wore IV during my presentations for the Expo.” 


“No, no,” Peter insisted, tapping against the glass. “I know it’s this one because the RT is a 


triangle! See? It was different from your other ones.” 


Tony shakes his head like his memory had been spiked with another leaf of information. He only 
wore Mark VI once to the Stark Expo... He groans. “Please tell me you weren’t there during 
Hammer’s little tantrum.” 


“Yeah I was there!” Peter didn’t seem to notice how much that single proclamation bothered Stark. 
“T got this cool Iron Man helmet and shirt.” 


“Geez kid.” 


But Peter’s moved on already, giving each of the armors some well deserved attention and 
admiration. Attention and recognition that they deserved, yet they didn’t receive because of the 
decisions of their creator. It prompted a bittersweet smile to lift on Tony’s face. 


“‘Where’s the armor from the other day? That one was cool!” 


“He’s on the repair table right now. Took quite a beating over the past couple weeks.” He leads 
Peter into yet another room, and sure enough there it was. Or at least there part of it was. The top 
half hung from wires on the ceiling and the bottom half was lying across a table... but then off to 
the side something else caught his eye. 


“That’s...” Peter slowly makes his way over. “I knew I wasn’t imagining things.” He mutters, 
staring down at the armor laid out, in whole, on the metal platform, like a patient laid out on a 
surgeon's table. It was the black armor... black and gold illuminated in the soft red hue that had 
emitted from the chest piece. He turns to Tony. “You used the arm of this on the Gorilla-Man.” 


“I—” Tony frowned, “Yeah I did.” 


Peter ran his hand tentatively over the cool metal, then immediately pulled it back when he 
realized what he was doing. Mr. Stark probably didn’t want his grubby little hands all over his 
stuff. “Sorry,” he winced, taking a small step away. Tony moves up to stand beside him, the corner 
of his smile appearing. 


“Tt’s okay. You can touch him.” 
So, Peter does. 


He’d hesitate to say it was terrifying, staring down at the blank, dark face of the iron man mask. 
And his palms instantly became sweaty. It was a weird juxtaposition of feelings. 


“This is my newest one... I’ve been working on it for a while.” 


Peter nods a bit numbly. He couldn’t help but wonder why? Why Tony made a new one... why he 
chose a darker more threatening tone for his suit when he had no plan to take up the mantle again. 
So, he asked... 


“Why’d you build it?” 


Tony’s hand skims over the metal like a loving caress. “It’s the culmination of everything... all the 
ideas I'd refrained from placing in my old suits.” He smiles with pride. “When my time comes, I 
want to take the world by surprise... and when I do they won’t be able to stop me.” 


Out of the corner of his eye, Peter sees Tony shudder violently and snap his gaze to Peter in a 
panic, but Peter didn’t avert his gaze from the steely mask. 


And despite Tony’s evident alarm in saying those words in front of him, Peter found himself 
unperturbed by the declaration. In fact, he didn’t even flinch. Instead, his jaded outlook that had 
developed slowly over the past few weeks, urged him to nod along with the sentiment. Hell, he 
hadn’t even been bothered by Beck’s state when he saw it on the news. Instead, he found a sick 
satisfaction knowing the man had gotten what he deserved. And now he’s coming to realize how 
different his view of the world was changing; of the people in it. Even himself, trying to do good 
and be good, it only proved his point seeing as who he’s slowly coming to be. 


After several bouts of awkward silence Peter does eventually turn his head up to Tony curiously, 
eyes squinting as he takes upon a tentative expression. “Do you think you could show me the 
math...” He wrings his hands together nervously. 


Tony’s forehead puckers with confusion, as does his nose. “Math for what? You gotta be more 
specific kid.” 


“Time travel math.” 


“Damn, you're sure fixated on that bit, aren’t you.” Tony rolls his eyes, grabbing Peter by the 
shoulder and gently guiding him from the room. The heavy tension floating between them was 
severed. Peter’s giddiness returned, and so did Tony’s faux attempts to remain unamused and 
uninterested. 


“Who wouldn’t be?!” Peter argues. “It’s time travel.” 


Tony sighs. “Alright, fine. Pll try and explain it to you. Whether or not your tiny mind is able to 
grasp it is not my fault.” 


Tony sets them both up at one of the worktables in the main area of his workshop, and the man 
tinkers with something in his hands as he begins to slowly begin his explanation. 


“First, I suppose I should ask what you already know, or believe you know.” 


Peter scrunches his nose as he contemplates. “I don’t really know. I’ve read about so many 
different theories, and y’know, there’s tons of different movies about it, and they all go about it in 
different ways.” 


Tony nods in agreement. “There are many different theories... and who knows,” he shrugs, 
“maybe different avenues of time travel can be used for different results, especially as we learn 
more about hyperspace and interdimensional travel.” 


“There’s a multiverse too?!” 


“No no,” Tony placates, raising a hand and nipping that line of conversation right in the bud. 
“That’s not what I mean. Not alternate timelines, I’m talking about the physical, spatial 
dimensions. Y’know...” he waves his hand in a wish-washy manner, “physics and whatnot.” 


“Ohhh, okay,” Peter nods adamantly. 


“Anyway,” Tony places down the machine he had been fiddling with the entire time and he turns to 
face his entire body towards Peter. “You know what a VHS tape is, right?” 


Peter scoffs. “I’m not that young Mr. Stark. Yes, I know what a VHS is.” 


Tony smiled. “Okay, just making sure.” 


He turns back towards the desk, pulling up a hologram with simple wave of his hand and he 
gestures for Peter to look. Then he moves his hand slowly, from left to right in a straight line and 
the movement transcribes to the hologram as a thick, flat line, resembling that of a VHS tape funny 
enough. 


“That’s our timeline,” Tony says, “there’s only one, and as far as I can tell there will always only 
be one. No branching timelines, into alternate universes...” he moves his arm some more, like he 
was writing on an imaginary whiteboard, and the display above the desk follows, forming skinny 
little lines intersecting along the main one and flying upwards or downwards, then straightening 
out and following the long tape to the end of the pge. 


“That’s what a lot of people assume happens when you travel back and change the past... “ he 
swipes his hands and the added lines disperse. “But that’s not how it works.” 


“Well how did you time travel then? You would have to create another reality y’ know, since you 
know everything from your future. That would change the outcome.” 


“You're right,” Tony nods, “I did know what happened in my future, and it did change the outcome 
of this future, drastically.” Peter turns to look at him just in time to catch the lost glimmer in the 
man’s eyes as he stares up at the lonely line on the screen. “But, only one future is possible at all 
given times. Just like only one movie can be recorded on a VHS tape at a time. You can overwrite 
it... but when you do... the one before it is lost forever.” 


The words, and the tone ominous and heartbreaking and all the implications loaded into that one 
statement drew out a bone deep hurt and pity for the man beside him. And as he speaks, the tape 
on the screen slowly retracts into a familiar rectangular box like it was some intricate animation. 


“That’s why you can’t go back to your future.” Peter says in a soft whisper, his own saliva 
beginning to stick, his tongue feeling heavy in his mouth. 


“Yep,” Tony turns away from the screen, spinning in his chair. 

“T-I’m sorry.” 

“Tt’s not your fault Peter.” 

Still, he couldn’t imagine being stuck in a past that didn’t belong to him. 


“Why’d you come back then?” He knows he shouldn’t push the matter, but at the same time he had 
a feeling he wouldn’t have another opportunity to get this information out of Tony again, and he 
desperately wanted to know. 


“Tt wasn’t by choice, that much I know. Most of it’s a blur at this point. Earth faced a deadly 
threat. And all I know is there was a lot of suffering, a lot of failure, and desperate times... well 
you know. I must have tried to find some solution, because I guess I had come up with time travel. 
I--” Tony wasn’t looking at him anymore, gaze fixated on the floor beneath them, eyes glazed over 
with haunted memories. “And for some reason...” His brows furrowed, head tilting slightly, and 
his eyes beginning to sparkle their usual orange and blue, “the only thing I can remember is telling 
them we couldn’t go back too far.” 


Tony was in pain... and Peter felt immediate guilt, staring at the warring emotions that pass over 
the man’s face. 


“T had a family... I had kids. And I knew if we went too far back, I’d lose them because, well... 
they wouldn’t exist.” He looks at Peter, the orange glow muted and nowhere near as vibrant as it 


usually was in the midst of his anger. Instead it only served to highlight the moisture in his eyes. “I 
had a family, Peter,” he spits with an angry scowl. “I told them not to do it, but they did. Rogers 
lied to me, and now my children are gone. And I can’t even remember their fucking faces!” He 
stands from his stool violently, slamming his fist on the table, before he moves away. He walks 
towards the couch at the corner of the room and Peter wasn’t sure if he was welcome to follow or 
not, so he opted to stay right where Tony had left him. 


He watches him though. Tony props his elbows on his knees, cradling his head in his hands. He 
was upset and he remained upset for quite a while... And Peter felt it was his job to try and make 
him feel better. He was the one that pushed the matter a bit too far after all. So, he gets up from his 
seat and slowly moves towards the couch, taking a seat beside Mr. Stark. Tony was breathing hard, 
and he didn’t even acknowledge Peter when he sat beside him. He wasn’t telling him to go away 
though, so that was a good sign. 


“T’m sorry kid,” Tony eventually muttered, voice gravelly and bothered. 


Peter leaned to the side, and rested his head on the man’s shoulder, then placed a hand on his leg, 
hoping it’d provide him with some semblance of comfort. “Don’t apologize, Mr. Stark.” 


Tony moves one hand away from his face to lay on top of Peter’s. 


“You remind me of my son,” Tony whispered, after a soft sniff. He grips Peter’s hand tight. “I 
don’t know why...” 


The declaration makes Peter’s heart hurt with yearning. He wants to curl up and tuck himself into 
the small space between the man’s chest and lap and just hug him until they both stop feeling so 
sad. Hug him until the little tingles and desperate naggings in his head went away. Very few people 
have truly cared for him, and even fewer who considered him their son. And, yeah, he knew that’s 
not what Tony was saying, but it still gave him that same feeling. That feeling of belonging... 


So Peter just settles for remaining close, being an anchor for Tony to hold onto so he doesn't 
drown. They sit together silently on that couch. 


“Do you wanna watch Star Wars?” Peter eventually asked, voice squeaky and tentative about his 
request. He couldn’t think of anything else. He just knew they couldn’t sit here and be depressed 
all day. The only worry was how Tony would react. He didn’t want the man to be sad anymore. 


But Tony only laughs. A loud, wet laugh that sucks the weariness right out of the room. “Yeah, 
let’s go upstairs and watch Star Wars. We can try coming down here tomorrow, yeah?” 


Peter nods, leaping from the couch and offering his hand to help Tony up as well. 


Tony makes them popcorn, and Peter eats most of it. And by the time it hit noon, the first movie 
was practically over and Tony knew it was about time for Peter’s usual afternoon snooze. He could 
see the boy beginning to lose his grip with consciousness ever so slowly, head dipping to the side 
every now and then, blinks slow and lethargic. He obviously didn’t want to sleep, but Tony knew 
he needed to. He still hadn’t fully healed, and the fact that the kid was so consistently tired was 
only proof of that. So, Tony tugs him closer so he has something solid to lay against and Peter 
knocks out like a light, curled into his side just like Tony knew he would. He’s been doing this for 
a week now, he knows how things operate at this point. 


He gathers the kid in his arms, limbs gangly and lifeless as Tony lifts. One of his arms arm over his 
shoulder, and legs hanging as Tony holds him chest to chest and carries him to his room. He 
dropped the kid onto his bed as gently as he could manage, pulling the blankets over him and 


tucking them in so they were nice and snug. The motions were soothing and calming, a wave of 
familiarity drugging him with a dizzy satisfaction as he looked down at the kid’s face, unperturbed 
by the worries of life. And Tony places his palm against his cheek, clearing away the loose hairs 
falling in his face with his other hand. The kid’s nose twitches at the contact but he doesn’t wake 
up. The emotions and excitement of the day must have tuckered him out, and Tony smiled a 
bittersweet smile. 


“Thanks for earlier, Pete. Sweet dreams.” 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope that answered some questions as well as raised a few more!! ;) 


Thank you all for reading! 


Day 13: Arc Reactor / Platonic Hugs 


Chapter Summary 


Peter and Tony grow closer, and Peter learns more of Tony's hidden demons. 


Chapter Notes 


Here I present to you the next installment! Please enjoy! 


Warnings: Reference to attempted suicide. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“You okay kiddo?” Tony approaches his son, moving around the couch to see his young form 
folded over himself, hugging his knees to his chest tight. His voice catches the boy’s attention and 
he looks up with tears fresh and muermos welling in familiar eyes. It’s like a jolt to his system. 
Instead of the faceless, wordless form as he’s used to seeing, it’s Peter staring up at him. 


"Mr. Stark... hey.” And that was Peter’s voice. His facial expressions. It was all Peter. 


Tony looks around the space, just to make sure he was where he thought he was. It was his shop at 
the old Tower... Dum-E was here, his suits were out in the open... everything was in its place. 
Everything was where it usually was when he would have this dream. The only difference now was 
Peter. 


He tries not to let the shock hinder him too much. Peter was staring up at him, teary-eyed and 
distressed just as Tony had pictured his son to be in these jumbled moments. This time everything 
felt so much clearer, so much more real, like a fog had finally been lifted from his mind. So, he sits 
down on the couch, right beside his son... the son who his mind had replaced with Peter. 


He couldn’t help but feel an insatiable guilt pool in his gut. 


“What’s wrong buddy?” He didn’t remember forcing his mouth to speak those words, it was like 
an echo of his own voice pouring from the space around them to force the events of the memory 
onward. 


Peter’s not looking at him anymore, knees still tucked close to his chest. 
“Today’s the day Uncle Ben died?” 

Uncle Ben? Tony didn’t remember this part. 

“And-and I feel guilty for not missing him... shouldn’t I miss him?” 


This was Peter’s uncle. And it was a different Peter... speaking as if Tony wasn’t the one to kill 
him. 


“Well, is there a reason you don’t?” 


There goes that echo of his voice again, because he knows his mouth is too dried and his mind too 
fried to even begin to formulate a conversation. It was like he was stuck as a bystander of his own 
faded memory that had now been altered to fit a different collection of thoughts. 


“T-I,” Peter struggles to say something... and he thinks he knows what that something is. “I never 
told you this before Mr. Stark... but he-- he was a good person! I swear he was! He just made 
mistakes sometimes and-and so did I... and-and maybe that’s why.” 


A hot spark of fury bleeds through his bones as Peter speaks. He knew very well what he was 
referring to. And as he sat there and stewed while the memory faded into his dreams, he realized 
why this typical dream elicited so much anger and distress upon awakening. 


--He sat bolt right in the bed, breath heaving and fingers kneading firmly into his thighs. He saw 
the distinct tingles of orange littering up and down his bare arms like an intricate tattoo of lights. 


More often than not lately Peter had taken on the face of his son in his dreams. He hated thinking 
he had replaced his son... but at the same time it felt so good to have that feeling back. To feel like 
he had a son again. 


Peter wasn’t sure what to think about the latest developments in his and Tony’s relationship. The 
more time they spent together, the more they learned about each other, which meant the more and 
more Peter discovered about Tony’s character. The man he’s spent time with the past few weeks 
acts nothing like he would expect a terrorist supervillain to act, and sometimes Peter found himself 
forgetting what he’d done. 


What scared him the most though, was how much of himself he saw in Tony. When they weren’t 
watching movies, and Tony wasn’t forcing food down his throat like a restless grandmother, they 
would talk. A lot. And more often than not, their talks would take a philosophical dive. Peter took 
extra caution to steer clear of the Time Travel discussion, but everything else Tony seemed open to 
discuss, even his past misdoings. He told Peter about the list... about Hydra... about SHIELD, 
about everything. How he had turned such a blind eye to things in the beginning only to have it bite 
him and everyone else in the ass later down the road. 


He would speak briefly about his previous life, tiny factual tidbits he was able to retain simply 
because of the papertrail he’d physically created upon his return to the past. And the more he 
spoke, the more Peter sympathized. He had been a hero... he’d gone down that path, sacrificed his 
entire life and family for nothing but resentment and hate to be given in return. Nothing he did was 
ever good enough. And Peter could feel the truth in that statement. No matter how hard he would 
try to do good as Spider-Man, everyone would always find fault. 


And he couldn’t help but remember 2012, the alien invasion, when Iron Man flew through that 
void in the sky the instant it opened up. It closed right behind him, allowing only a few hundred of 
the scraggly aliens to break through. Everyone thought he was dead... but he’d turned up weeks 
later at a press conference with all the other Avengers, a grim frown on his face, eyes sunken into 
his skull, and all anybody could speak about were his careless actions of the past, and his lack of 
effort in protecting New York from the aliens. 


“They didn’t understand Peter, nobody did.” Tony had told him, leaning back against the couch as 
he crunched on the leftover popcorn. “Nothing I ever did was ever good enough. I can remember 
the outcome of our attack being much worse-- exponentially worse...” he shot Peter a pointed 
look. “This one? Less than ten billion... and the only reason is because I did what I did.” He 


tossed Peter a teasing grin. “And guess how much my little tantrum cost?” He didn’t even give 
Peter time to answer. “Fifteen billion. It makes my stomach boil when I hear people compare my 
actions to being more disastrous than those damned Chitari. Sometimes I wish I would have left 
them to face the true threat while I went off to kill Thanos. Maybe then they’d think twice about 
accusing me of such heinous things.” The last portion he muttered under his breath. 


“Why did you do all that?” Peter asked curiously, leaning his head back against the cushions. 


“Eh, half the damage was just to prevent future events from devastating the world without the 
Avengers present.” 


“And the rest?” Peter had pressed. 


Tony just shrugged his shoulders, like it truly wasn’t a bother to him anymore. “Call it a midlife 
crisis I suppose...” 


So yeah, sometimes Peter can relate, and other times he’s terrified that he’s come to look up to this 
man. And the worst part... he knows that if it came down to it, and he had to choose Tony over the 
rest of the world... he’d choose Tony. He was the last person Peter had, and if he had to be a little 
selfish to keep this semblance of love and closeness, then he’d do it. 


They watch a lot of movies, which Peter loves. He thinks he’s watched more movies in the past 
few weeks than he has in the last few years of life. And the best part was he didn’t have to watch 
them alone. Tony seemed to be more than eager to watch the movies with him, and he’d even 
introduced a few Peter had never heard of. 


After Tony declared him healthy, they would spend lots of the daytime down in the shop. Tony 
taught him all kinds of things, and Peter absorbed it eagerly like a desperate sponge. The respect he 
used to have for the man in regards to science was nothing compared to now. The man was 
smart... scary smart. 


And then at the end of the day, they’d laze on the couch and watch a movie, because Tony was 
surprisingly strict about Peter maintaining a healthy sleep schedule. They would take their usual 
seats; Peter on one end and Tony on the other, each with their own bowl of popcorn. Peter didn’t 
love the distance... he just didn’t want to freak the man out with his newfound clinginess. He’d 
never had this issue before... desperate for hugs and validation at all hours of the day; desperate 
for some form of physical contact with another human being. Maybe he was clingy as a child, but 
he knows he had never felt like this before with Beck or any other adult figure in his life. It was 
like a never-ending tickled urge, tantalizing him with the prospect of affection. It was downright 
maddening. 


And it wasn’t like Tony seemed averse to the contact. In fact, he’s probably the one that awakened 
this sudden change in Peter with all his open affection and carefree touches. He was always the one 
to instigate the hugs, or the head pats, or the pulling Peter closer to lay on him when he was tired. 
In fact, it got so bad, that Peter would start to pretend tiredness just so Tony would pull him close 
and make the tingles and tickles swarming his skin go away. 


Today, though, he was feeling brave. Or perhaps desperate. He’d had a not so nice dream the night 
before and he’s felt on edge all day. So, when they both settled down on the couch, Peter didn’t sit 
at the other end. Instead, he offered to make their popcorn and put it all in one big bowl, using that 
as his excuse to sit close to the man... and when he sat down, he was already formulating his plan. 


He must’ ve been quite obvious, though, because after the bowl had been discarded and they were 


halfway through the movie Tony grunted in exasperation. 


“Do you want to get in here or not kid,” he made a vague gesture to his exposed side, his arm 
thrown over the back of the couch, body leaning back into the corner. “You’re making me antsy 
with you sittin’ there all awkward.” 


Peter didn’t need much more invitation, wrapping his arms securely around the man’s waist and 
pressing his face into his shoulder. He inhaled deep, an instant warm relief washing through his 
body, and he slumped bonelessly against the warm body beside him. Tony’s arm fell around his 
shoulder and back, hand rubbing down his spine in slow comforting strokes. 


They’ ve never done this without some emotional turmoil, or exhaustion spurring it on. It was nice. 
And Peter smiled. 


When his heart slowed down a little he tuned back into the movie, and twisted his head so he could 
see the screen, placing his cheek on Tony’s chest. But after a few minutes, when he adjusted 
positions, he felt something hard and rigid poke against his cheek and he sat up, squinting down at 
the small indent made in the center of his mentor’s shirt. He tapped his finger against it gently, and 
heard a small clink of metal. 


Tony’s hand shot up to grab his hand tight when he went to tap it again. 
“That’s my arc reactor...” He says, moving Peter’s hand away slowly. 
“Oh,” Peter whispers, “that’s what powers the suit right?” 

Tony only nods, humming his approval. 

“How does it work?” 


Tony’s hand lifts to run through his hair, urging his head back down. “If you’re still awake after 
the movie, I'll tell you.” 


The man was probably hoping that Peter would fall asleep like he always did during the movie, but 
jokes on him because Peter only fell asleep when he was really tired which tended to be rare, all 
the other times were just pretend. So, good thing it wasn't one of those rare nights. 


So when the credits began to roll, Peter perked up immediately. Tony must have thought he was 
asleep because he startled quite a bit, and Peter laughed at him. 


“So, the arc reactor...” he points to his chest. 
Tony sighed then rolled his eyes. “You’re relentless.” 
“Thank you, sir,” Peter grinned impishly. 


So, Tony explained. He was obviously tired, so his words were slow, enunciated and deliberate, but 
the explanation only served to raise more questions as it usually did for Peter. 


“But don’t you have that Extremis healing thing? Why do you still have the reactor? Doesn’t it 
hurt?” 


Tony’s eyes drooped, tired and loopy, and all too honest. “Of course it hurts,” he admits with such 
tragic sincerity, a small smile lifting on his face. “On bad days... Every time I breathe it feels like 
my chest is about to cave in.” 


Peter frowned, eyes beginning to sting. “Then why don’t you take it out.” 


“T don’t feel pain like I used to... so this reminds me I still have the choice to be human if I ever 
decide to go back.” 


“Will you?” Peter questioned innocently, he rested his head gently back against Tony’s chest. 

“T don’t think so.” Tony whispered back, and Peter only hugged him tighter. 

The next morning, the topic is still weighing heavily on Peter’s mind. He couldn’t understand why 
Tony would continue with the pain of the arc reactor in his chest when the Extremis would help 
him heal once and for all. But then he remembered that night when Tony got hurt, how he said 
he’d tampered with the Extremis and now it’s power was diluted. So, maybe it wouldn’t work 


anymore and Tony just didn’t want to admit it. So, maybe if Peter could learn how it worked, he 
could help him! 


He tried to bring it up casually while they were in the shop. By this point Tony had given him his 
own space and tools to tinker and mess around with a few ideas. Tony worked across from him. 


“Hey Mr. Stark...” he called out softly. Tony didn’t look up from his work, just offering a small 
raise of his chin in a simplistic nod to show he was listening. “Can I ask you a personal question?” 


“Don’t know what’s stopping you now. It’s never stopped you before.” 
“How’d you get the Extremis?” 


Tony still wasn’t looking up at him when he answered. “It was fabricated by Aldrich Killian before 
AIM really took off.” 


Peter paused... that wasn’t the answer to his question. 


“Yeah, but how’d you get it? Were you friends with him before? Did you think it’d help you get 
rid of... y know... the Avengers and stuff.” 


That’s when Tony finally looked up at him. He didn’t exactly look pleased. 
“Why do you need to know?” 


“T-I was just thinking about what we talked about last night!’ Peter was quick to amend. “And-and 
I was wondering if there was a reason involving the Extremis that you wouldn’t let it heal your 
chest. Cuz-cuz I know you’ ve said before that you tried to get rid of it, and it doesn’t work the 
same as it used to...” 


Tony turns his head back down to his project, busying his hands once more. 
“T tried getting rid of it because they forced my body through the mutation...I never wanted it.” 


“Who?” Peter clapped a hand over his mouth as soon as the hurried word spilled from his mouth. 
He could tell that this was one of those topics that would end up bothering Tony in the end, but his 
mouth ran faster than his brain half the time and he couldn’t help it. 


“Who else,” Tony scowled in answer, “those damned heroes who claimed to be my friends.” 


“What?” Peter’s mouth fell, “why would they do that?!” 


Tony shrugged his shoulders. “Because I tried killing myself after Pepper died, but they wanted me 
alive.” 


Peter felt an instant blockage form in his throat. And his next words came through as a struggled 
croak. “You-you what?” 


Apparently admitting you tried to kill yourself wasn’t enough to elicit much of an emotional 
reaction. The man remained stoic and calm, continuing his mindless tinkering at his table space. 
And Peter couldn’t begin to describe how wrong that felt on so many different levels. 


But upon hearing Peter’s distress, Tony sighed and laid down his tools, taking on a lax and 
comforting tone. 


“Tt was a dark time, Pete. I had some bad thoughts and I was going through a lot...” 


“But that doesn’t matter Mr. Stark,” Peter’s quick to start, feeling an immense despair and a need 
to run and hug the man tight. Tony only fixes him with a pointed look. 


“Hey! Trying to kill yourself and wishing you were never born are two different things! Don’t look 
at me like that.” Peter pouts, but it wasn’t playful. Tony still failed to take the matter seriously and 
chuckled, lifting his arms slightly in invitation for Peter to come give him a hug, which he 
immediately accepted. And when Peter was tight and secure in his arms, Tony spoke soft and 
strong in his ear. 


“T don’t feel that way now... there was a lot going on at the time. I was thinking and feeling bad 
things... and I could foresee the path I was headed down. I wanted to stop myself before it was too 
late... but Rogers felt he needed me alive. So, he made Bruce collaborate with Killian, and they 
dosed me up real good.” 


Peter felt a heavy hand run over the back of his head, stroking his hair to try and provide some 
comfort, and he tried to hold back the sniffle that resulted. “That’s another reason why you killed 
the Avengers isn’t it?” 


Tony sighs, and Peter can feel the heavy rise and fall of his chest beneath his cheek. “Yes, it was 
another large factor at plat. And to be fair kid,” he ran his hand over the back of Peter’s head once 
more, “I didn’t kill the Avengers... I killed Rogers. I let the rest go, and they're living out their lives 
just like me.” Peter pulled his head back to stare at him. 


“What?” 


Tony chuckled at the distraught look on his face. ““What? You think Iron man could’ ve killed the 
Hulk? Or Thor?” 


“Well...” Peter bit his lip, and shrugged. 


“Well, I didn’t. And I like Nat... and Clint didn’t travel back with us. So, Rogers was the only 


” 


one. 
“T never really liked Captain America anyway,” Peter mused 


Tony laughed outright at that. “First kid I ever heard admit that to be honest.” And when Peter 
pulled away from the embrace, he looked up at Tony with a cheeky grin. 


“T was always more of an Iron Man kid, y’know before he went all loco.” 


Tony gave him a playful push against the shoulder and spun his chair back towards his table, but 
Peter pulled up a stool right beside him and hovered. He still had one last question hanging in the 
air. But he wasn’t sure whether it would upset him or not. Sometimes it was a 50/50 chance. 


“Can you tell me about Pepper?” He eventually asked. He could see the man’s shoulders melt with 
defeat as he released a sad sigh. 


“She was the best woman I ever met,” he says. “She was my wife... my entire life revolved around 
her. She was strong, independent, and she was one of the only people that made me feel insecure,” 
Tony laughed. “She could’ ve got on just fine without me, and it terrified me that one day she’d 
realize I wasn’t enough, and get up and leave. But she never did, and she never would... but she 
could have, and no one has ever had that sort of power over me before, and I think that’s why I fell 
in love with her.” He smiled the whole time he spoke of her and it made Peter’s chest feel warm. 


“When I came back though, she didn’t remember the life we lived together. She didn’t remember 
our kids or our wedding, or the years we spent as a family. To her, our lives together had just 
begun, and funny enough I don’t think we had even said we loved each other yet... but she was 

still around, and still that same old Pepper I remember her being. The same woman I fell in love 
with. And, ... deep down, even though I knew the chances were scarce, she was the last string of 
hope I had of reuniting with my children. She was my last chance to get my life back. But even then 
I was in a bad state of mind, still mourning the life that had been ripped away... and she didn’t 
understand what was going on and she got frustrated. She left the Tower... and she never came 
back.” 


Peter’s heart plummeted, hanging on every word spoken. 


“She died, and my hope for life died with her,” he looked up at Peter. “When she was gone... I had 
nothing left to lose.” 


Peter hugged him tight, wrapping his arms tight around the man’s neck. But that time, Tony didn’t 
return the hug, instead only resting his own head on Peter’s shoulder. 


“T wish I could’ve met her,” Peter whispered, “she sounds awesome.” 


“You would’ ve loved her, Pete.” 
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Day 14: "I'll take care of you" / "Hold me" 


Chapter Summary 


Peter begins to have doubts, and soon enough his guilt pushes him too far. Hopefully 
Tony can convince him how much he really means to him. 
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Peter sits on the couch, eating his breakfast while he watching the morning news. It was rare that 
he ever woke up before Tony, so he took advantage of the opportunity to refresh himself on current 
events. And it did not take long to find out why Tony had been trying to steer him away from the 
news. He’d heard word of it here and there, during the few minutes he was able to sneak in a little 
time on the TV by himself, but he’d never bothered to look into the full story. 


Which he realized was incredibly foolish. He had a phone, he could look up things just fine for 
himself, but Tony had been doing such a good job of distracting him that Peter almost forgot about 
his counterpart who had become quite the hot topic on social media and current events. 


“Spider-Man has continued to remain absent since the reveal of Iron Man’s return. At first glance 
of the footage, it appeared he had not been badly injured, but this has led to plenty of speculation... 
is Spider-Man working with Tony Stark? Is Spider-Man the next big threat that faces New york? 
These inquiries alone have spurred violent protests all across New York, their message adamant to 
ban vigilantism and unsanctioned superhuman activity. Investigations have already begun to try 
and place Spider-Man’s identity as well as several other known superhumans littered across New 
York--” 


The TV clicks off, and Peter spins his head to see Tony standing beside the couch, remote in hand, 
aimed at the TV. He did not look pleased. Lips pursed, eyebrows drawn together, and eyes dark as 
he stared at the blank screen for several moments. 


“T told you Peter, it’s not a good idea to watch that stuff.” Tony doesn’t even look at him while he 
speaks, then he turns away to head into the kitchen and make up his own breakfast. 


It was too late. The damage had already been done... it planted the seed and Peter could already 
feel the sprinkling of guilt begin to feed it. 


It’s been five weeks. Five weeks that he’s been staying with Tony Stark. Five peaceful weeks of 
solitude and safety. Nor worries or anxieties to haunt him... 


So, he supposed it was high time for his luck to run out. 


He spent most nights after he went to bed, he’d lay awake on his phone, scouring the internet for 
all the latest news on Spider-Man and Iron Man... It wasn’t looking good. So now, he laid in bed, 
staring up at the dark ceiling. Sleep nowhere in his near future, which was a prime opportunity for 
those bad thoughts to come creeping out from the dark crevice of his mind. 


Spider-Man was a menace, just as Jameson had always claimed, and Peter knew the time would 
come soon when they learned his true identity. He’d be subjected to a life of hiding in the shadows, 
chasing a dull sense of companionship and obsessive hyperfixations with staggered servings of 
dopamine to stave off the loneliness. Just like Tony has been doing for years. And then what? 
Tony would feel obligated to look out for him forever because no other adult would want to be 
associated with a known fugitive. And Peter would find a way to somehow ruin it for the both of 
them and put the man in further danger, because that’s what he did. He messed up. 


He couldn’t let that happen. Not to Tony. He’d already caused enough trouble for the man. Forcing 
him to come out of hiding just to rectify one of Peter’s mistakes, and it didn’t stop there! Now the 
man feels obligated to take care of him because of his dumb mistakes. Here Peter was, living in the 
lap of luxury, eating his full, overflowing happiness welded with contentment and affection, 
surrounded by an abundance of opportunity and knowledge... all provided to him by Tony. The 
man he’d been unknowingly taking advantage of this whole time, and would undoubtedly continue 
to if he didn’t put a stop to it. The man probably didn’t know any better, judgement clouded by his 
years of desperation for company and human interaction. 


Thank goodness Peter noticed the path he was taking before it was too late. He couldn’t drag Tony 
down with him... not after all the man’s been through already. Peter would never forgive himself. 
Besides, even if Tony wasn’t in danger being associated with him, Peter didn’t deserve any of this 
anyway. The things they were saying on the news about him was proof enough. He was a rotten, 
selfish, evil little menace, and Tony was too blinded to see any better. 


So, he sits up in bed with a stoic determination. He dresses, and packs the few things he’d arrived 
with and left the rest Tony had bought him where it was. He wasn’t going to take anything else 
away from him. He placed the cracked watch gently on the bedside table. He took a moment to 
stare longingly from the doorframe, into the bedroom of his dreams. All the small details Tony had 
dedicated himself to, just for him... it made the guilt itch even more. A man plagued by a ravenous 
sense of loneliness, exploited by a stupid, ungrateful teenager. 


So, he turns and leaves. It’d be best to go when Tony didn’t have opportunity to try and stop him. 
It'd be easier this way. 


He rushed down the dark hall, wiping at the falling tears aggressively. He refused to cry about this 
so soon. He at least needed to get down the block first. 


“Peter?” 
He froze... he thought Tony was asleep. 


Apparently he wasn’t, and Peter slowly turns around to face the voice. He feels panicked, like he 
was caught doing something wrong, and everything goes numb. 


Tony looks from the backpack slung over Peter’s shoulders, to the warm layers wrapped tightly 
around him. A distraught realization slowly came over his face. 


“Peter, where are you going? What’s going on?” Tony approaches him, that familiar worried 
crease settled between his brows. He reaches out to Peter to place a hand on his shoulder. Tony 
loved touching, holding, hugging, anything that reminded him he wasn’t alone... Peter could hear 
his heart beating sporadically every time they’d hug, like the sensation was as exciting as anything 
he’d ever done, and Peter was all for it. They were both touch-starved freaks finally able to get 
their fix. And now especially Peter was the one eager to initiate the contact, but this time he 
flinches away violently. 


The heartbreaking betrayal that crosses Tony’s face makes Peter start crying in earnest. He never 
wanted to hurt him... 


“T’m sorry, sir,” Peter croaked through his stress-ridden tears, “I’m really really sorry.” 


“Peter,” Tony’s tone and expression make a rapid turnaround, stern and demanding as his 
shoulders quickly squared. “What is going on?” 


Peter refuses to let himself cry. 


“T’m leaving.” He states plainly, forcing out the words while he still could. “I-- I think it’s for the 
best.” 


“No.” Tony immediately states, steely and commanding, and with so much conviction. He glared 
down at Peter, as if the proclamation alone would cease it from happening. “You are not leaving. I 
am taking care of you now... it’s my job. No one else's.” 


In any other circumstances, or with more clarity of mind, the demeanor and tone would have sent 
up all kinds of red flags... but Peter’s spidey-sense had no urge to warn him, and instead his tears 
are only fueled 


“Mr. Stark, please don’t do this.” Peter begged him softly. “I-I know you feel responsible for me, 

but it’s not your job. It-it’s working now, but later on when things get more tough and they come 

searching for you and then for me... ’m going to be holding you back, and-and I know you won’t 
be able to let go.” 


... Lony wasn’t strong enough to let go. That’s why Peter had to be the strong one right now. 


“Peter.” His voice was still cold and angry, and then he grabbed Peter’s wrist, lifting it to push up 
his sleeve. Then he looked back up at Peter, but Peter was already avoiding his eyes, knowing 
exactly what the man had been looking for. “You were going to leave... without your watch?” 


“Tony, stop,” Peter says again, “don’t make this any harder than it has to be. We both knew we 
were going to have to part ways at some point.” 


“No, actually,” Tony scoffed, “I don’t think I received that memol.” 


“What?” Peter throws his hands up in the air, exasperated. “Did you expect me to live here with 
you forever?” 


“Kinda, yeah,” Tony floundered a little, voice rising in pitch a tad. 


“Tony,” Peter deflates, “we can’t keep going like this. It won’t be long before the press figures out 
I’m Spider-Man and then they’ll be looking for me and you. I’ve already put you in enough of a 


tight spot and believe me I’m not worth it--” 


“You think I fucking care?!” Tony shouts. “I don’t give a fuck Peter! ve already committed 
myself to this. You need someone to take care of you-- you’re a kid-- and I’m willing to do it-- 
Unless...” Tony suddenly cuts himself off, anger tapering off as a panicked distress replaces it. “... 
do you want to leave?” Tony turns away before Peter can answer, and flaps his hands flamboyantly 
in front of his face. “Who am I kidding, of course you do--” 


Peter moves forward quickly, arms lifting to reassure him. ““No-no Mr. Stark. That’s not why--” 


Tony scoffs, his own hand waving to placate Peter. “No, no I get it kid. I shoulda figured this day 
would come, you’ re not the type to affiliate with people like me.” A sad smile passes over Tony’s 
face. “You’re too good for that.” 


“Mr. Stark,” Peter rasps. The guilty pull of strings against his throat, silencing any further words 
that dared escape. 


“Tt’s okay Peter. You don’t have to spare my feelings. I know what I am, and you shouldn’t have to 
get mixed up in all this...” He waves a loose hand between their bodies. “Hell, you’ ve already 
gotten screwed over enough because of me.” 


“Mr. Stark,” Peter forces out sternly, tears stinging against his eyes and his cheeks beginning to 
heat up with the strain of emotions in the moment. “I don’t care about that! I know it’s probably 
supposed to bother me, but it doesn’t! Not anymore... If it was anyone else-- you-you’re the best 
thing that’s happened to me in a long, long time... and that’s why I have to leave.” The tears have 
long since begun to fall, and Tony stands before him, body rigid and face unreadable. 


“Peter...” And Peter knows that tone. It stirs to life that insistent determination, and he’s stepping 
back several feet to avoid the affectionate reassurance Tony would surely try to bestow on him to 
convey his pity. 


“No Mr. Stark! You don’t understand! I-I have to go. If I stay, all this you’ve worked for will be 
ruined,” he gestures to the luxurious space around them, hidden in the shadows of darkness. “I 
know you don’t agree right now, and I mean this in the most respectful of ways, but your 
judgement isn’t what it should be. You-you’ve been on your own for a long time, and I understand 
that-that you’ve sort of developed this dependency and attachment to me and this-this weird need to 
protect me, but it will fade and you'll realize that I was right.” 


“Tt won’t,” Tony says with such conviction and finality it has Peter pausing to question his own 
screwed up logic. “I’ve lost people before, Peter. It never fades.” 


Peter feels his chapped lips begin to tremble, his resolve finally beginning to break, but he doesn’t 
move. 


Tony’s brows furrow for a moment, mouth parting slightly as his head angles down. Peter’d seen 
the expression a select few times, usually triggered by a moment of abject endearment, but the 
strain on the man’s face imparted so much more. “Can I at least show you something before you 
make your final decision? I don’t want you to leave thinking it would be best for me.” 


Peter didn’t want to say yes because he had a feeling that whatever this “thing” was, it was going to 
change his mind. 


Tony didn’t wait for his answer. He grabbed Peter’s arm and gently tugged him towards the center 
of the living room. Seconds later, they were both seated on the couch, side by side, hip to hip. Tony 


was leant forwards, elbows resting on his knees, shaky hands clutching the wallet he had retrieved 
from the side table. 


“T’ve never shown anyone this before...” Tony whispers, an inscrutable pain in his tone. “Not even 
Pepper. She would have thought I was crazy...” 


Peter didn’t know what he was supposed to do. He’d never seen Tony look or act or say anything 
so vulnerable. So he did what came natural, and because it was already too late to try and stop 
himself. He laid his head on Tony’s shoulder, and placed a reassuring hand on his leg in hopes of 
making that panicked skip in his heart soften. 


Tony leaned back into the cushions then, body angling closer to Peter so their entire sides were 
pressed together. 


“T had these with me when we all went back...” And without another word he opens the wallet and 
slowly pulls out three little cards of blank paper. They were aged and worn. The edges yellowed, 
torn, and tattered. And Peter watched ever so slowly as Tony’s thumb slowly drifted over the front 
card, following a distinct trail that his fingers must have passed over several times through the 
years. Tony stared at them, eyes void of life like he was lost, drowning in despair without knowing 
how to swim... 


“This was my wedding day... “ Tony whispered, voice hoarse and heavy, thumb slowly massaging 
the edge of the blank paper. “Pepper was beautiful,” he breathed out, and his eyes closed, lips 
twitching up ever so slightly like he was remembering the entire event in vivid detail. “I can almost 
imagine the dress she was wearing... the smile on her face. I can see it.” He was smiling, 
tightlipped and urged by a lonesome reminiscence, but it was still a smile. 


Then he opened his eyes again. “The day she died... “ he ran his thumb over the face once more, 
“the picture faded.” 


“Mr. Stark--” Peter started, his throat beginning to swell with emotion. He wrapped himself around 
the man’s arm, hugging it close. He didn’t know what else he could do. 


Tony didn’t respond to him, simply tucking the first card behind the small stack. He gives the 
same treatment as he did the first to the second card, running the pad of his thumb along the face. 


“This was my little girl...” 


Peter squeezes him tighter. He doesn’t know why Tony was showing him all of this right now, but 
he knew he was needed at this moment. 


“She-she... I imagine she was just like Pepper...” Tony’s head falls back like he was looking at the 
ceiling, but his eyes were squeezed shut. “Strong, stubborn, independent, and so, so smart. 
Pepper’s nose, and cheeks; my hair, my eyes... I only wish I could remember her name. Or her 
voice.” 


“Mr. Stark,” Peter squeezes his eyes shut, the guilt finally becoming too much. “If you’re trying to 
guilt me into staying I get it, okay? I’m sorry! I didn’t want to leave you! I’m sorry!” 


Tony looks down at him, pulling his arm from Peter’s tight grasp so he could drape it over the 
kid’s shoulders, but not before running his hand through his hair affectionately. He pulls him close, 
and Peter falls against him, wrapping his arms around his waist. 


“T’m not trying to guilt you Peter... I just wanted you to understand how--how important you are to 
me... I would never want to turn you away, no matter how difficult it may make my life. I’ve lived 


in hiding for so long by myself, and just these past few weeks with you here, I’d much rather die 
now, then continue my life alone. But if you want to go--” 


“No!” Peter insists through desperate tears, “I’m sorry. I didn’t want you to be lonely Mr. Stark. I- 
I-I just thought you’d be better off if you didn’t have to worry about taking care of me.” 


“Never,” Tony whispers. Then he places a quick kiss on top of his head. 


The guilt of the last few days and weeks filters through him via his tears, and Tony holds him the 
whole time, tight. 


“T’m sorry Peter, I didn’t mean to make you upset.” He whispered shakily into the boy's hair. 
Peter doesn’t answer, only squeezes him tighter. 


“What can I do?” Tony asks. “You want a juice pop?” That panicked edge come upon his tone, and 
begins to slowly pull away to rush and fetch whatever it was Peter wanted. But as soon as he does 
Peter sobs harder, grappling for purchase around his waist to pull him back down. 


“Don’t go,” he keened, “please. Just hold me... don’t let go... please.” 
“Never,” Tony answers, squeezing him tight again. 


Eventually, Peter’s tears dry out, and he’s reduced to nothing more but soft sniffles. He’s never 
cried this much in his life... he would’ ve been embarrassed if Tony hadn’t already seen him in this 
state too many times already. He supposed it was nice to finally have an outlet for his emotions, 
and a person to support him through it all. It made him smile, and he curled closer to Tony. 


That’s when he saw the cards still grasped gently in one of Tony’s hands, and he craned his head 
up to see the man staring down at them just as he had been before, lost, perturbed, and reminiscent. 
Peter so badly wished for him to be able to go back to his family again. He can see how much he 
missed them... 


“Who was on the last one?” Peter whispered curiously, voice a little nasally from his stuffy nose. 


Tony didn’t act surprised to hear him speak, continuing as if there had never been an interruption to 
their conversation. 


“Tt was the one I wanted to show you most, actually.” He pulls it closer to Peter, as if the picture 
were actually there and he was trying to give the kid a better view. “This was my son. I remember 
very little about him... but how I feel hasn’t faded. I was--am-- so proud of him all the time. With 
the small pieces of them I can still remember, I used to be able to imagine their faces, and their 
personalities, but I can’t imagine him anymore.” 


“What? Why?!” The thought alone was indescribably heart breaking... 
But Tony didn’t seem as bothered. 


“Because now, instead of seeing him, I see you.” Peter freezes. “The dreams I used to have of him 
were never clear, voices and faces always nothing more than a blur of noise and colors... but now, 
more often than not, I see your face. And-and I know that probably sounds a bit weird-- I get it. 
And I can’t help but feel guilty thinking I replaced him... but Peter, this isn’t some temporary 
desperation for company. My subconscious looks at you like you are my son, it’s not just in my 
head, okay? You’re my kid now... my responsibility.” 


Peter squeezes him, pressing his face into the man’s shoulder. “I don’t mean to replace him, 
Tony.” 


“Tt’s not like that Pete. I’m not upset... if anything it’s helped me remember him even more. The 
memories are the same, and they’re more clear... this time he just has your face.” Tony smiles. 


That doesn’t make Peter feel any better. He doesn’t say anything in response, so Tony just begins 
to ramble in order to fill the silent void left hanging around them. 


“T was always terrified that I’d forget them completely. When I first came back, the memories were 
fresh, I knew them. I’d recognize them if they passed me along the street. I knew their birthday, 
their favorite colors, their dreams. Yet, the more time passes, the more I forget, like they’re being 
completely wiped from existence; even from my memory. And that fear that one day I might look 
down at these pictures and see nothing more than worn pieces of paper, was debilitating. This was 
all I have left of them. And the further this timeline continues, the further it pulls me away from 
them. But now... “ Tony looks down at him, then rubs a hand over the back of his head, “with 
you... somehow it’s like I can remember again.” 


Peter shivers, a chill of wonderment and affection sparking to life every cell in his body. “You’re 
sure you want to keep me? Even if I cause trouble?” 


“Of course. I don’t give a flying fuck about the consequences. You’re my kid now. I’m never 
letting you go.” 


They wait it out for a couple weeks. JARVIS is constantly tracking the location of law 
enforcement, and if they showed to have threatening patterns near the apartment, Tony was 
notified immediately. They took all the caution they could. Tony stopped leaving the penthouse to 
pick up shipments or go shopping. They stocked up on food, and waited it out. They weren’t 
hooked up to the electrical grid, thank goodness. Tony built an arc reactor in the basement to 
power the place so he could get by undetected. The building would be a prime suspect for search if 
someone happened upon the abandoned building using up so much power. 


All in all, it wasn’t much different from what Peter had become accustomed to. 


Tony started letting him watch the news, though he was always there to supervise just in case, and 
Peter was happy to say the search for Spider-Man was finally beginning to die down! Most think 
he was out of the state with Iron Man, others think he was dead at the bottom of the river. They 
hadn’t come close to guessing his identity. And when things finally start to return to normal... as 
normal as possible, Peter feels a heavy weight lift from his chest. 


It is soon replaced with an antsy mood to get outside and do something. Every time he’d ask Tony, 
the man would say it wasn’t safe. And it wasn’t like he could go out as Spider-Man, but he thought 
at least Tony would allow him to go down to the arcade or the park... but nooo. 


It didn’t really bother him... because he understood Tony’s reasoning. But one particular text 
conversation with Ned had him begging Tony to ‘chill out and let him out of the goddamned 
building’. 


“T feel like I’ve been kidnapped!” Peter shouts, pulling at his hair dramatically. 
Tony remains impassive, on the couch, book in hand, and readers resting at the end of his nose. 


“You don’t let me out to do anything. And I get that you don’t think it’s safe, but Pll be careful! 
I’m Spider-Man! I just want to meet up with Ned at the park. I haven’t seen him in forever!” 


He’d been lying to Ned the whole time... that he had new foster parents... they lived too far from 
the school... They were super anxious about the Iron Man situation and wouldn’t let him leave the 
house for anything. Ned believed it, because he had no reason to doubt him, but Peter has been 
feeling increasingly guilty about blowing his friend off and it’d also been so long since he’s seen 
him. 


“T understand Peter,” Tony responds calmly. He places his book down in his lap and meets Peter’s 
eyes, and Peter suddenly feels like he’s being lectured like a small child. “I’ve told you it’s too 
risky for you to be going out right now.” 


“They don’t even know my face or my name Tony! I get that you can’t go out, but you also can’t 
lock me up in this apartment forever!’ 


Tony frowns, and turns away from him to go back to his book. “Fine, go do whatever the fuck you 
want.” 


Peter groaned in relief and darted for his room. He threw on some clean clothes and rummaged 
through his various jacket pockets to search for some cash. Ned wanted to hit up the comic book 
store and then go for lunch. He scowls when he finds nothing more than a few crumpled bills. He 
grumbles, knowing he was going to have to ask Tony if he wanted to be able to buy anything... he 
always hated asking for money, and he couldn’t help but feel particularly chagrined after putting 
up such a fit with the man. 


He lurks from his room slowly, chin angled towards the floor, and he watches Tony carefully as he 
approaches the couch. Tony doesn’t look up at him, so he slowly sits beside the man, leaning up 
against him and laying his head on his shoulder in hopes it’d soothe the sting of their last 
encounter. 


““M sorry,” Peter mumbles. He did feel kind of guilty, for both arguing and for ditching him. 


“All’s forgiven. Go have fun with your friend.” Tony finally puts down the book to crane his head 
towards him. “Do you have your phone?” 


Peter nods. 
“Do you need some money?” 
Peter froze. He did, yes, but he hadn’t expected for Tony to just offer it so willingly. 


“Yeah,” he replies meekly, and Tony quickly handed him a fold of twenties without even reaching 
for his wallet. 


Peter took it slowly only to notice the man was grinning at him. 


“T figured you’d come to ask. Didn’t think you’d try buttering me up first though. Kudos for 
effort.” 


Peter squawked. “I’m still sorry! I didn’t only apologize for the money!” 


“T know, kid, I’m just playing. Go have fun with Ted.” 


Chapter End Notes 
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Day 15: ''Sacrifice the World" / Protect 


Chapter Summary 


Peter meets up with Ned, and it didn’t exactly turn out how he expected it to 


Chapter Notes 


Full prompt: “A hero would sacrifice you to save the world, but a villain would 
sacrifice the world to save you.” 


A/N: Yes Iam fully aware that I am the worst at updating... but yay! Only one more 
chapter to go! Enjoy! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Peter took care to keep a careful eye on his surroundings, texting while he walked down the 
sidewalk in the direction of the park he’d agreed to meet Ned at. He had promised Tony he’d be 
careful, and he didn’t want some minor incident popping up that the man could use as an excuse to 
make him stay next time he wanted to go hang out with Ned. He didn’t think he could survive 
another two months without seeing his best friend. 


Ned was acting weird though. Peter could tell just over text. They’ ve been friends for years so it’d 
be odd if he couldn’t tell when something was wrong after all this time. Ned tended to be fairly 
dramatic, and it wasn’t uncommon for him to act weird, so Peter wasn’t necessarily worried. It 
wasn’t until he teased Ned about his odd behavior and his friend adamantly denied and deflected, 
that Peter became suspicious. 


What’s really going on man? 
Nothing, I swear. I’m just excited to see you. 
You’re using proper punctuation. Something’s wrong. 
Oh please. Like you don’t use proper punctuation all the time. 
Ido... 


But you don’t. That’s why I’m worried. You never have autocorrect on, so your texts are always 
indiscernible. 


Whatever 
Peter laughed it off. Ned was probably just excited like he claimed to be. It’d been far too long 


since they hung out properly. 


As soon as Peter left, Tony felt his nerves spark up, as he predicted they would. He and the kid 


hadn’t been apart for two months and that constant companionship amongst the isolation from 
society made that time seem even longer. But even before it was only Peter and him, he was always 
watching over Peter, following him, making sure he was safe. In the most non creepy way 

possible. 


He knows that the best way to keep him safe was to keep him close... but he also wanted to give 
the kid space. He was a teenager, and even though these were unique circumstances and Peter was 
by no means average according to any scale, Tony knew well enough that it wasn’t a good idea to 
try and control the kid. He could already see too much of himself when he looked at him, and he 
knows from experience, the tighter the leash, the harder he’ Il pull. So, the last thing Tony wanted 
to do was smother him and drive him away. He’s already lost enough, he refuses to lose Peter to 
something as idiotic as his clinginess. So he twiddled his thumbs, rereading the same portion of the 
page in his book over and over again after coming to the end only to realize he hadn’t paid it a lick 
of attention the time previous. After one too many times he snapped the book closed and tore off 
his glasses with a frustrated growl. Clearly, he wasn’t competent under pressure. 


“JARVIS turn on the news or something. Anything to take my mind off things.” He kneaded the 
heels of his palms into his eyes and sighed, forcing the frantic beat of his heart to subside before he 
ended up doing something stupid, like call a suit and fly across the city to scoop up the kid and jet 
off to Timbuktu before there was any chance to protest. 


JARVIS did as he was told and the TV flickered to life. 


Perhaps it was the doing of God, enacting his long overdue punishment, or maybe it was a sign for 
him to get off his ass and go find his kid. He didn't take the time to ponder on it and he was out of 
the room before the newscaster could even finish the sentence falling from her lips. The headline 
alone was enough for him. 


‘New evidence regarding the assault of AIM Scientist Quentin Beck’ 


The dialogue was nothing but white noise in his ear before the door finally slammed shut behind 
him. 


“--tin Beck, leading scientist at Advanced Idea Mechanics, has recently awoken from his coma and 
has come forth with some shocking evidence regarding the night he was found beaten brutally in 
his home. He and his superior, Aldrich Killian, have prepared a statement...” 


“Ned!” Peter shouted and grinned when he spotted his friend across the street staring down at his 
phone with anxious eyes, shifting his weight from one foot to the other where he stood on the 
sidewalk. 


Ned’s head snaps up to look up at him and Peter jogs across the street, throwing his arms around 
his friends shoulders for a long awaited embrace. 


“It’s so good to see you! There’s so much I have to tell you about my new Dad! It’s been crazy--” 


“Peter,” Ned interrupts, voice more calloused and haunted than Peter’s ever heard him before. It 
wasn’t until then that he noticed his friend hadn’t returned the embrace with his usual enthusiastic 
flare. Peter steps back and slowly pulls away to cast a worried glance towards his friend, whose 
gaze hadn’t broken away from his face. 


“Ned? What’s going on with you?” 


Ned looked like he was staring into the face of a ghost, eyes bloodshot, cheeks flushed. 


“Peter,” he whispers softly, and Peter feels his hair stand on end. The word was like an echo, 
casting a silence over the emblematic activity taking place all across the city and suddenly it felt 
like all eyes had turned on him. “Please be honest with me... “ Ned shuts his eyes slowly, a pained 
grimace pulling at his mouth. “Just tell me the truth...” He didn’t like where this was going. “Are 
you-- are you Spider-Man?” 


“What?” He breathes it as a whisper, because all the rest of the air had been sucked from his lungs 


“Peter, please.” Ned’s voice quivers. “Please tell me what they’re saying isn’t true. You-you’re not 
working for Tony Stark. You’re not. I know you’re not. You would never-- Please just tell me their 


lying.” 


“Ned, I—* Peter didn’t even know how to begin to explain himeslf. He didn’t know how Ned 
knew, but he did. 


He couldn’t lie anymore, not to his best friend. And he sure as hell couldn’t allow his best friend to 
be mislead by the lies told about Tony, and now him. Out of everyone, he knew Ned would be one 
to undrstand. 


“Ned I swear, it’s not what they say.” He holds up his hands beside his head and takes a single step 
closer, but Ned jerks back, nearly stumbling to the ground after tripping over his backpedalling 
feet. “I-I yes ’'m Spider-Man, but it’s not like that! Tony he-he helps me, he’s a good guy if you 
can look past some minor character flaws, but I promise— I promise you Ned I’d never—* Peter 
cuts off when Ned grabs him by the shoulders. 


“You swear?” 


“Yes! Yes I swear! It’s not like what they’re saying. I promise Ill explain everything to you--” Ned 
pushes him hard on the shoulders, head whipping from side to side frantically. 


“Peter you’ ve gotta get out of here—* 


“Ned no!” Peter pushes his friends hands away, desperate for him to just listen! He knew that if he 
just had the opportunity to explain himself, Ned would believe him. Ned was his last person... the 

last person from his old life that cared about him. He couldn’t lose him too. “Ned I promise it’s not 
what you think.” 


“No Peter,” Ned chides firmly, “you need to go. I believe you; that’s why you need to go.” He was 
looking around again and now Peter decides to pay some mind to the tingles that have been 
running up his arms. His hair stands on end. At first he thought it was simply panic about Ned 
finding out... “Peter, I'm sorry. You gotta go.” 


His nerves spike... whatever doom had triggered it was imminent. Danger from all directions 
narrowed in on him, and he suddenly felt a pierce against the side of his neck. 


“Peter run! You’ve gotta go!” Ned was pushing at him again, but it was too late. His muscles 
cramped and his legs were weighed down like they’d been cemented to the earth below his feet. 
“They’re coming Peter! I’m so sorry, they made me do it!” 


All too soon he was surrounded. People of all sorts, disguised in all kids of different wigs and 
ridiculous getups. 


His instincts were immediately sent into an overwhelming sense of panic, his brain unable to 
properly execute the flight or flight gnawing at his psyche because he couldn’t fucking move. He 
was frozen like a deadweight as he was manhandled to the ground, cuffs clasping around his wrists 


and nothing he could do about it; wearing nothing more but a lax expression on his face. 


Ned was yelling, but he couldn’t force his gaze to follow the sound as his best friend's shouts 
slowly faded into the nonsensical murmurings surrounding him. 


Then a familiar dull throb at the back of his neck returned. One he hadn’t felt in weeks, and one 
that brings a heavy sense of foreboding. Tony was here... 


He didn’t know where, and he didn’t know what the man had planned, but he knew he was here... 
and he could only hope the man would make the right decision and keep hidden. He didn’t need to 
risk himself for Peter’s sake a second time. 


But as stupid as it sounded, simply knowing that Tony was there watching over him, even if he 
didn’t intervene, it made Peter feel safe. Everything was going to turn out okay in the end, and it 
was all the reassurance he needed to release the strong vice on his lungs; like Tony himself was 
speaking the reassurances to him. 


Another pinch on his neck makes him wince, and he loses all sense of Tony’s presence. His vision 
blurs, and the loud cacophony of noise around him fades into an indiscernible mumble before 
everything goes black. 


He wakes in a cell. Or at least that’s what he assumed it was. He’d never been in a real one before, 
and this big white room with the giant window on the adjacent wall to the bed he’s handcuffed to 
was pretty similar to what he’d seen in movies. Or maybe it was more of an asylum kinda vibe. He 
felt a bit to muddled to make a firm assumption 


He dropped his head back to the pillow beneath him with a soft groan. Everything felt so heavy, 
even his limbs. The aches alone were enough to keep him willingly immobilized for a good few 
hours. 


Of course, he should have known he wouldn’t be left alone for long. 
“Spider-Man.” 


His head snaps up when the words are spoken, just in time to see the sliding metal door slip shut 
behind a tall blonde man. The roots of his hair were greying and the pursed grin on his face was 
bordered by deep wrinkles. 


“We’ve been looking for you.” 


For a while he thought he’d never have to face the foolish powerlessness he felt on a near daily 
basis in the face of Quentin. Since he’s been staying with Tony... in comparison it was like living 
in small slice of paradise. And oh the twisted irony... he was Spider-Man frozen in the face of 
mere mortal men, and yet his only true adversary never brought him anything other than peace and 
safety. 


How he wished Tony were here right now. 


“T-I think you have the wrong kid, sorry,” he mutters, voice hoarse and tense. But the denial didn’t 
seem to place a seedling of doubt in the man before him. 


“There’s no need for that Peter. We have everything on tape. There’s no denying your identity.” 
The man stalks closer to the bed, and the spark of danger striking up his spine was usually one to 
spur on a fervent assault of defenses, but instead it was paralyzing. 


“My name is Aldrich. I’m sure you’ ve heard of me.” He’s kneeling beside the bed Peter was still 
lying on, and he took in the face with studious eyes. Aldrich Killian. The man looked so different, 
so much older and paler in person. 


“Now all I ask is one thing from you... and I will let you go...” 


Peter knows very well what that one thing is. It’s what he knew was going to happen since word of 
Iron Man’s and Spider-Man’s cooperation spread. He could only hope he’d withstand their 
pressures long enough for Tony to make it out of the city. 


“T think you know exactly what I want...” 


Peter shakes his head violently, the movement staticky and shaky. His voice was too dry and numb 
to try and voice his refusal. 


“Peter...” Aldrich tsked, “don’t waste your efforts protecting him. He wouldn’t do the same for 
you, and I know you know that.” 


The revolting insult enlivened Peter with a sudden fervor and he threw himself upright until the 
restraints around his wrists were drawn taught. 


“You know nothing about him.” Peter growled. “He’s a better man than you could ever hope to 
be.” 


Killian’s gaze hardens to match his glare. “He would sacrifice you in a heartbeat.” 


Peter moves his head slowly back and forth to match the profound slowness and conviction of his 
words, and his lips slowly lift into a complacent smirk. ““That’s the thing... you’ve got it 
backwards... a man the people call the villain, alone and shunned by the world. You don’t think 
he’d do everything in his power to protect the only thing left holding together his humanity?” 


And just by the look Peter saw in his eyes, he knew he struck a nerve. And his confidence grew 
into impish pride. 


“So, really, I think I’m the one holding all the cards here. If you don’t let me go... Mr. Tony Stark 
won't hesitate to burn down the entire city to find me.” 


Killian scowls and stands abruptly from his crouch beside the cot. “Looks like Beck was right 
about you.” The name startles Peter enough to pull him back under and Killian turns his back to 
Peter, walking towards the door as he continues to talk. “I’m sure when your hero Iron Man 
doesn’t show up, you’ll come to realize the truth... I won’t waste any more time with one of 
Stark’s brainwashed minions.” 


And with that he left. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter Summary 


It’s time... they attacked what Tony holds most dear. He won’t be giving them the 
opportunity to do so again. 
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They took him... 
And Tony was absolutely livid. 


He had gotten to Peter just in time to see the kid wrestled to the ground. He had put the suit on 
standby just in case he had happened on a situation just like this, but he had been hopeful he 
wouldn’t. And Tony was just on the cusp of calling it to him, flying in there guns’a blazing and 
rocketing out of there with Peter secured in his arms. But JARVIS informed him of the bogies 
littered around the area, all eyes and guns trained directly on Peter... and one wrong move, one 
indication that Iron Man was in the area could put his kid in danger. They were prepared for him to 
show up, because why wouldn’t they be... He couldn’t risk it, and it took all the willpower he had 
to stand down. He ended up having to duck around into a corner alley, as his anger and frustration 
triggered the fiery heat in his veins. He couldn’t risk a civilian seeing him start glowing and draw 
further attention to himself. A startled screech would be all that was needed to alert the authorities. 


So, he was given no choice but to head back to the apartment and regroup. The heat on his skin 
was prominent the entire time, as he paced back and forth in his workshop, jaw clenched and 
tremors wracking his body with the constant urge to do something. 


He didn’t know who it was that had taken Peter... The statement from Beck and Aldrich hadn’t 
revealed Peter’s name, but it wasn’t to say the man didn’t go to the cops with the information and 
they had all decided to refrain from announcing it to the public. It could have been any number of 
people who ambushed Peter in the park: NYPD, FBI, Homeland Security... and any moment now 
they could decide to ship Peter off to a secure facility across the country where Tony would never 
be able to find him. They’d left his phone behind, and his watch... whoever it was knew what they 
were doing, and Tony didn’t know what the right call was. 


First instinct was to make a statement. Burn down the capital, take a few hostages and demand 
Peter back... but he didn’t want to put himself on thin ice with Peter... the kid wouldn’t want any 
innocents getting hurt on his account. Most of his life, he’s always fought fire with fire, but Peter’s 


taught him a lot, and he’d do his best to be humane. 


But if push comes to shove, Tony won’t hesitate to nuke the city if it meant he was able to get his 
kid out safely. He wasn’t going to lose him again. 


“What has become of our fair city, ladies and gentlemen, when we have to fear our own children?! 
Our neighbors? Our husbands and wives?! Be vigilant, be on guard. Keep a close eye on that 
delivery man with a man-bun bringing in your important packages, or YOU COULD BE NEXT! 
Tony Stark has lackeys everywhere you may look, and it shouldn’t be a surprise to any of you that 
Spider-Man turned out to be one of them! I warned you all of this menace, but you refused to listen- 


” 


Jameson was not a man to be startled easily, and very rare was it for him to feel real fear, unless of 
course it was in regards to the mangey rodents he swore lived beneath the floorboards of his 
home. 


He was never one to cower, especially in the face of another man. He was always the one who held 
all the cards, and he knew it... except for this time. 


The wall of his studio crumbled after a particularly muted whining blast. Bricks fell, and dust flew 
into the air in a large cloud. He could only imagine what their live listeners must have been 
thinking. 


“What the hell is this?!” He screams and coughs, waving his hand in front of his face to clear the 
dust stinging his eyes. Then through the smog of dust, he sees a soft pulsation of red light slowly 
approach. And soon enough, he was staring into the gold plated face of iron man, and the eyes of 
the mask bleeding a deep red. 


“Jameson,” Iron Man replies, voice steely and tuned despite him and everyone behind the glass 
partition knowing exactly who it was behind the mask. 


Jameson scrambles for the controls in front of him, adjusting the microphone to his mouth almost 
desperately. “This just in! Iron Man has burst into my studio! Folks we can only imagine what he 
might be capable--” 


And with almost no effort, Jameson is yanked from his seat by a strong iron hand wrapped around 
his throat. 


“T believe you’ ve said enough,” Iron Man grouches, “after a while, your constant yammering 
becomes quite grating to the ears.” 


Jameson had the sudden urge to guffaw at the offending words, but the daunting presence of Tony 
Stark and his iconic armor and the steely grip around his neck was more than enough to deter him. 


The Iron Man suit, which was once hovering, slowly lowered back to the ground. Then the mask 
and helmet slowly disappears, seemingly melting back into the skin of his face, the face that was 
glowing bright orange to match the sharp piercing illumination of his blue eyes, and Jameson was 
sure his own eyes were about to bulge from his skull. Whether it be from his startled terror, or the 
tightening pressure around his throat. Stark doesn’t let go and Jameson could feel the heat gather in 
his face as he grappled at the strong grip. 


Stark reaches for the microphone with his other hand, paying no mind to him as the long, swinging 
metal mount angled into the position he drew it to. 


“Attention New York,” Stark snarls into the boom, “I’ve got a little PSA to share. One of you 
glorified mortals has taken something that belongs to me, and I would highly suggest it be returned 
promptly before I go about searching for it myself. You should really think twice before waging 
war against me, because I’ve waited years hoping a stupid motherfucker like you would.” Jameson 
squirms violently in his grip, gagging and gasping for a gulp of air and Stark scowls at him. “Even 
when being choked out you can’t keep your goddamn mouth shut can you?” Tony scoffs with a 
soft pft and roll of his eyes. “At least I don’t have to listen to the filth that spews from your mouth.” 


He turns his attention back to the broadcast equipment, speaking to the city once more. “Don’t 
forget what happened the last time I got pissed off. Every hour that my demands are not met, I'll 
show you what Tony Stark is really capable of... Don’t make me show you what I’m truly best at. 
I promise you won’t like what you see.” A flamboyant launcher slowly morphs above his right 
shoulder of his armor and swings around menacingly until it’s aimed right at Jameson, still hanging 
by his grip above the floor. “I’m not a patient man.” The weapon fires twice, and it’s followed by a 
gurgled scream ripping through Jameson’s blocked throat as it settles in either one of his shoulders. 
“Time started five minutes ago.” 


His last words reverberate like a dramatic echo before a high pitched squeal is followed by a 
blinding blast, blowing the tabletop and electronics to pieces. 


And finally-- god finally, Jameson falls to the floor when Stark releases him, ashamed to admit 
even in his own head that he’d been quite literally bridled with terror and shock. Stark’s 
reemergence had been confirmed for almost a month now... he’s known all that time that Tony 
Stark was very well alive and breathing, but until this moment, where he could see the man’s eyes 
and the guarded scowl on his face, he didn’t believe it. And as their eyes met... that scowl slowly 
turned up into a twisted smile. 


“Now let's have a little talk. Just you and me.” 


The tone alone sends Jameson scrambling backwards to try and get his legs back beneath him. He 
still couldn’t form the words, it felt like that iron grip around his throat had never let go and every 
gasp felt raw and ragged. 


“T’ve noticed you’ ve taken the lead on the recent rumors spreading about Spider-Man... you’re the 
man spurring on all this hate.” 


Jameson is still backing away, and Stark continues stalking forward. 
“You’d taken a similar liking to me back in the day, do you remember?” 


He doesn’t whimper, he doesn’t. It was just an ill-timed cough as he suffered through a particularly 
harsh wheeze. 


“Fucking with me was your first mistake.” Stark falls to one knee with a loud clang and grabs his 
ankle, hauling him closer so their faces were mere inches apart. “But fucking with my son will be 
your last... understand?” 


“Please...” Jameson whispers without thought. “Please don’t kill me.” It’s the only words he’s able 
to force out of his mouth, pitiful as they might be. 


Stark only smiles. “Oh I’m not gonna kill you... ’m just gonna hurt you. Really, really bad.” 


“T can’t believe this.” Killian shakes his head in disbelief, hands braced against his hips as he 
watches the television screen displaying yet another building falling victim to Tony Stark’s rage. 


“The President will be calling you any minute now,” Maya adds with a sigh. “He won’t be happy 
with you. That’s precinct number 6 he’s burned down.” 


“You think I don’t know that?!” Killian growls, throwing his hands in the air. He spins around and 
marches away from the TV with a strong huff. “I underestimated the situation, I'll admit that. But 

maybe there’s another way to feed off Stark’s unpredicted reaction.” He looks up slowly, until his 

eyes lock onto the kid beyond the two-way glass, still strapped to the cot with a grim frown on his 

face and streaks of tears down his cheeks. 


Maya’s at his side once more, looking through the large wall of glass as well. “What are you 
thinking?” 


Killian tilts his head slowly. “I’m thinking that maybe the kid was right.” 


Tony hovers menacingly above the decorative tile of the precinct lobby as bullets pierce and 
ricochet off his armor. He couldn’t help but notice the large flatscreen mounted up in the corner 
displaying the news of what occurred an hour prior. 


“Apparently you haven’t seen the news.” He gestures towards the TV. “This obviously didn’t work 
for your comrades down at the last precinct. So, put the guns down... Now!” 


Several do as he says immediately, and slowly the rest follow suit. 
“T am not in the mood for defiance today. Don’t test me.” 


They all stare at him, officers, and handcuffed criminals alike, like their dumbfounded little 
children. No one speaks a word, and neither does Tony as he studies the specs JARVIS nabbed 
from their database and oh so helpfully displayed in his HUD. There was no physical sign of Peter 
or record of detainment in their systems... and the majority of officers here weren’t a completely 
disgusting group of humans. Until his eyes were drawn to a particular file that JARVIS cared to 
outline in red just for him, belonging to a man at the corner of the room, hands cuffed behind his 
back and two officers flanking either side of him. Tony frowns with a disgusted grunt. “Rape, 
domestic abuse... and child neglect.’ Hit a little too close to home. 


It happens before anyone in the room is even able to process it. Tony wills the shoulder mounted 
projectile launcher into formation and the offender falls to the floor in a heap without so much of a 
sound. The launchers withdrew as quickly as they appeared. 


“Alright, thank you for your time everyone--” 


It seems as soon as they realized what had happened, it spurred them into a panic. Bullets began 
raining down on him again and he couldn’t help but grit his teeth in annoyance. “What did I JUST 
say!” He shouts with an icy bite in his tone that even the modulator was able to communicate. 


The firing quiets, but not nearly as quick as it did last time. He waits a few more moments to make 
sure they were taking care to listen. “You have 10 minutes to evacuate the building before it 
collapses. Ciao.” 


He lifts his arm towards him, as if he were checking his watch, and just as he’s about to press the 
command to initiate the countdown into his wrist gauntlet, a certain voice comes over his comms... 
without so much as a warning from JARVIS. 


“Tony?” The familiar shaky voice brings him to a sudden standstill, and the only thing keeping his 
suit in the air is by the will of JARVIS himself. 


“Peter?” He breathes. “Peter, is that you?” 
“Yeah.” Peter squeaks. 
“Peter! Jesus, kid, are you okay? Where are you? Who took you??” 


The kid promptly bursts into tears and it shatters Tony’s angered resolve and his suit slowly 
descends, landing on the dirty tile of the frozen precinct; all eyes fixed on him. “Hey, hey, buddy. 
Don’t cry,” he pleaded, “just tell me where you are and Ill come get you real quick. I promise.” 


“Tony,” he hiccups softly with a quiet keen, “I’m sorry! You were right! I should have listened to 
you, I’m sorry!” 


“Hey none of that,” Tony soothes, a broken smile slowly lifting the corners of his lips. “It’s okay, 
kiddo.” 


“Alright, alright,” another voice over the line chides, a very familiar voice that has Tony’s anger 
boiling once again, both at the man and towards himself for not realizing it sooner. “As endearing 
as this little heart-to-heart is, I believe Peter had something else to tell you.” 


Tony growls. 
“T should’ ve known it was you.” 


He can practically hear Killian’s grin through the line. “Maybe you’ re not the genius everyone 
thinks.” 


Tony growls, voice low and threatening and with all the bite that’s been festering the past day and 
a half. 


“Where is my kid?” 


“--recent video evidence has provided us with audio proof of what it was that had spurred on 
Stark’s vengeful string of attacks. A boy by the name of Peter, which according to eyewitnesses, 
brought about an entirely different attitude from Stark as he was speaking with the boy. We can 
only assume that this might be Stark’s alleged son... a son who we believe may go by the name 
Peter Parker, who has been under the care of Quentin Beck for several years. It would explain the 
violent, intimate assault Stark committed against the man nearly two months ago, only a week after 
his disappearance-- an assault authorities have been trying to dissect since Mr. Beck has offered 
his testimony after awakening from his coma....The only question now is, who took Tony Stark’s 
son, and will they give him back before Iron Man has his way with the rest of the city?” 


Tony was supposed to take the place of Peter. If he turned himself in, they’d let Peter go... 
Tony wasn’t stupid... he could see right through Killian’s plan, and he was more than prepared. 


Killian underestimates him. Come alone... no weapons, no armor, no tricks. Those were his 
instructions. Yet, Tony very rarely played by the rules and Killian should know that by now. 


They’re meeting at the Tower... the Tower that used to belong to him before his infamous 
breakdown. But now it belonged to AIM, and Killian obviously wanted to rub it in his face. 


Tony doesn’t drive there... mostly because he doesn’t currently have a car, and no taxi or uber 
would willingly take him anywhere unless he hid his face well enough. So when he turns the 


corner, he sees Killian and his guards waiting for him out front, a line of police officers lining 
either side of the sidewalk like they were bordering some imaginary red carpet meant for him to 
walk down. The streets almost seemed deserted, cars were turned over and abandoned, trash 
fluttering down the eerily quiet street like it was some post apocalyptic film. 


He doesn’t see Peter yet... but he walks through the line of officers anyway, chin high, and frown 
fixed like steel across his face. 


He doesn’t speak until he’s standing toe to toe with Killian, not hesitating to crowd his space until 
the man’s guards were pushing him back. He speaks with fire, hardened voice igniting a sparkle of 
light to flare up along his exposed skin. “Where’s my kid?” 


“Hang on Mr. Stark,” Killian chuckles, holding both hands palms out, stepping towards Tony when 
the guards finally released him. “Peter is fine, he’ll join us in a minute. So, why not spend some of 
this time catching up with an old friend, hmm? It’s been a minute... I see your little party trick is 
working fine as ever.” Killian traces a finger over the tense tendon of Tony’s neck as the small 
tendrils of orange climb up through his veins. “Nice to see Mr. Rogers’ plan turned out.” 


“Too bad I didn’t let him live to see it,” Tony spits, his own skin beginning to prickle 
uncomfortably with the intimate touch of the man in front of him. 


“T warned him of the adverse effects it could have on your character,” Killian shrugs, pulling the 
hand away. “But I suppose his judgement was far too clouded.” 


Tony sneered. “No, he was selfish.” 


“Oh cut the Captain some slack, he only wanted to save you from yourself.” Killian rested a hand 
on his chest, an ingenuine smile pulling at his lips in amusement. 


Tony didn’t hesitate to grab his wrist and twist him around, throwing him against the exterior tower 
wall behind him. “His actions put the world in danger! He knew my reasons, but he dismissed them 
to save himself from his own guilt. But now, because of his actions... ““ Tony finds his chest grow 
heavy, teeth grit tight together and throat spasming violently with emotion. “I’m given no choice 
but to follow through with the purpose given to me.” He can feel the heat escalating in his veins 
and he forces himself to calm down before Killian calls off the deal. “Now, where is my son?” 


Killian clears his throat and makes an offhanded gesture towards one of the guards. His words 
seem to have stung him well enough, as Tony hoped they would. The city remains silent, and no 
one speaks another word until the guard returns with Peter in tow, a tight grip fisted in the back of 
the boy’s collar. 


“Tony!” Peter shouts, tears in his eyes as he yanks himself to and fro, trying to free himself from 
the guards hold. “It’s a trap! It’s a trap. Don’t listen to them.” 


Tony’s figurative hackles lower, and a peaceful, amused smile grows over his face as the tension 
quickly ripples through him with relief. “I know buddy.” He beckons the guard closer. He doesn’t 
care to note Killian’s startled backstep at his admittance, because now his kid is within arms reach 
and he wraps him up in a tight embrace, nose disappearing into the thick locks of hair right above 
his ear. 


“Do you trust me?” He whispers oh so soft, and Peter’s imperceptible nod into his shoulder was 
enough confirmation for him. “Ok... “ he breathes, “you’re going to be okay. I promise.” 


“Alright, alright Stark,” Killian clears his throat again. “A deal’s a deal. You’ve seen the kid alive, 


we’re letting him go. Now let’s go.” Killians hand lands on Tony’s shoulder, and the kid stiffens in 
his arms, his grip tightening around Tony’s waist. 


“No!” His head swivels between both Killian and Tony. “No, Tony, do something! You can’t let 
them take you.” 


A loud synchronized series of distinctive clicks happen behind them, and Peter turns to find all the 
guns trained on them... or specifically... Peter. 


“No funny business Stark,” Killian snaps in warning. “Or the kid dies.” 
Tony knows he means it, but he’s prepared for that. 


He places his hand on Peter’s back as discreetly as he was able and takes a single step back to draw 
attention, and aim away from Peter long enough for the new suit to do its job. Sure enough, it only 
takes a few seconds before the nanites cover the kid completely, sending him stumbling back with 
a startled shout as the slick metal covers him in a protective shield. 


The reaction of the guards was quick--Tony has to give them credit for that --and soon enough 
they’re both being pierced with bullets, but he was prepared for that too. Peter screams for him 
from within the safe armor of his suit as the bullets easily bounce off him, and Tony’s skin ripples 
with each puncture, like a raindrop disturbing a peaceful puddle of water. They ricochet off his skin 
as it’s peeled back to reveal the metal slowly melting onto his form from within his own flesh. And 
soon enough, to everyone’s shock, his body is covered in his iconic armor; this time black. 


He grabs Peter by the bicep, and swings the kid onto his back like a mama gorilla with her infant. 
Thankfully Peter had enough sense to actually latch on before Tony rocketed out of there, 
launching them both high into the sky just before the rigged explosives below them sent the entire 
area into flames... Good thing he designed his Tower to withstand a beating like that. 


He could feel Peter’s grip around him tighten significantly, and he felt an immense guilt overcome 
him, knowing the kid was probably disgusted by him for his blatant carelessness for the lives that 
once stood below them. But he’d do it again if given the choice. He wouldn’t hesitate to do 
whatever it took to keep Peter safe and he needed that to be known by the world... he needed the 
world and Peter to know why he’s doing what he’s doing. 


Slowly, he rises into the sky, hovering dramatically just at the top of New York’s skyline with 
Peter still secured to his back. Then JARVIS does his magic. First there was silence, a deafening, 
sickening silence like it was devoid of any life. The world had been quieted and startled by the 
sudden projection of Iron Man that was easily broadcasted across every television set, every 
billboard, every advertisement, every phone screen, and every pane of storefront windows. And 
then the noise, first heard by Peter reverberating from the very Iron Man suit he was clinging to, 
and then by the rest of the world via an ambient echo resounding like suddenly the earth itself had 
become a speaker by the will of Tony Stark himself. One thing was for sure... no one would be 
ignorant to Tony Stark’s message. 


“T believe the time has finally come for you all to know the truth... Iam not the same Tony Stark 
you all knew, and I’m not the Tony Stark that I was once destined to become... I am an entirely 
different person. It’s like I was a blind man that can now see. The Tony Stark of the past and of the 
future would have died ten times over to forsake the sins of you stupid mortals, but I have learned 
from those mistakes. No matter how many times I might die for you, or save you, you wouldn’t 
hesitate to turn against me. So, for years I turned my head, watching humanity slowly destroy 
itself, and I revelled in the satisfaction of watching the destruction, hatred, and injustice spread 
through you like a disease, like it had me. But now I have reason to care, and I realize that a threat 


to this world means a threat to my son. So, I’ve decided it’s finally time to accept my new 
purpose... I have the power, the intelligence, and the capability to save humanity... I’m not playing 
God... all this time, I’ve just been playing human. All that wasted time of the past bending at the 
back to appease your sensitive feelings and convictions, all that time desperate for the acceptance 
and appreciation that would never be given. I have been wasting so much energy, and time, trying 
to sound like you, act like you, care like you so that all you specks feel comfortable. But this was 
the last straw... no more holding back. The more you fight... the more it will hurt in the end. I will 
show no mercy.” 


“Peter.” 


As soon as they’re back safe and sound in the security of Tony’s apartment, the man engulfs him in 
a crushing hug. The whispers of his name hoarse and trembled as they’re spoken into his ear. All 
Peter can do is hug him back, pressing his face tight into his shoulder. The man from moments 
before, spewing those cold confident words was nowhere to be found. It was just his Tony... 


“God kid, I’m never letting you out of my sight again.” 
A wet laugh escapes Peter and he sucks in several breaths. “I figured.” 


Then Tony suddenly pulls back, hands clutching Peter’s shoulders tight to hold him in place as he 
bows his head, slowly shaking it back and forth. “I’m sorry. I-I know you don’t approve of the 
things I did or the way I went about things... but Peter you need to know.” His head snaps back up 
to stare at him, the water in his eyes accentuating the dull throb of orange lingering behind them. “I 
wouldn’t hesitate to do it all again. I need you to know that. I would not change how I did things. 
And I won’t change my mind about what has to be done... I’m the only one strong enough to do 
it.” 


Peter couldn’t help but tear up as well. “I know Mr. Stark.” 


It was like Tony didn’t even hear him. His rambling just continued. “I understand if that means you 
want to part ways-- I mean after this-- I put you into so much danger already, and-and we obviously 
have very differing views on society and morality, but if you leave Peter... I don’t know how to 
say this without sounding like a crazy stalker. But I'll be keeping an eye on you. And even if your 
superhero heart is telling you you’ ve gotta fight me till I give up this power and objective... I 
won’t hurt you, but I’m not budging on my decision. It’s the only way I can guarantee you’ ll stay 
safe. The world has too many problems, and humanity is only making it worse... I just want to 
make the world safe for you. And-and you can help yknow. To keep my head on straight and to 
keep me from going all dark supervillain Joker like.” 


“T know Mr. Stark.” Peter smiles, and grabs Tony’s face gently between his hands before he can 
begin yet another frantic tirade of words. His eyes had long since teared up beside Tony’s... he 
knows exactly why Tony did it, he was there after all. He heard everything. And if he was being 
truly honest with himself... when push came to shove, he couldn’t help but agree with the man’s 
logic. “You called me your son. So you're my Dad now, right? And that’s what Dads are supposed 
to do.” 


Tony’s mouth opens slowly, and only a few choked syllables escape his mouth. He wasn’t sure 
what Peter was thinking in regards to that. It could be any number of things; positive or negative. 
“T-I... you’re not just some replacement for my other son Peter. You-you’re not I promise. Even if 
my son were here right now, or I never even remembered him at all. If I met you, and gave the time 
of day to get to know you, I’d feel the same. You’re my kid. I-I get it if that’s weird. We haven’t 
known each other that long--” Peter cuts him off when he dives to wrap his arms around Tony’s 


waist in a tight hug. 


“Yeah I know,” Peter mutters, eyes squeezed shut, cheek smushed against Tony’s chest. “You’re 
my Dad. You’re not replacing my real Dad... it’s just who we are to each other now...” Peter looks 
up at him with a teary smile, “and that’s okay.” 


Tony releases a shaky breath. He hadn’t realized how sacred he was. How scared he was of Peter 
leaving him behind to pursue a life set on defying him and the rule he planned to bestow over the 
world. “You’re staying then, I guess? You gonna help me win this battle?” Tony chuckles... but he 
just had to make sure. He needed verbal confirmation. 


Peter grins, all cheeky, cheery, and adorably innocent as always. “We already won, Mr. Stark.” 


And Tony doesn’t know why those words of confirmation stick... but something inside him halts 
at those words, a coldness spreading through his limbs that instantly extinguishes whatever 
lingering inferno still lies dormant in his veins. Like a shock rolling over him in one large wave, 
one reality clashing with the other, both so intermixed they’ re indistinguishable from the other. 


He lifts a shaky hand, cupping the side of the kid’s face. Eyes wide, skin pale and cold like a ghost 
had passed him and grabbed his soul on its way through. 


“Mr. Stark, are you okay...” he lifts a hand to Tony’s clammy forehead to find it lack of any 
prominent heat, “you don’t feel so good.” 


Another hit. 

“Pete?” 

Peter holds onto his wrist, worry etched in between his brow. “Yeah.” 
Tony grins, lips shaky, eyes watering with unshed tears. “It’s you.” 


And just so he can prove it to himself, a hot fervor has him springing into action, digging 
desperately into his pocket to pull out his wallet... then the pictures... carding through the first 
two... until he gets to the third... and it felt like his heart was in his throat... 


Because there they were; him and Peter... in another life. Smiling at the camera. 
And the words escape in a whisper. 
“Tt’s always been you.” 


~Fin 


Chapter End Notes 


Hi! It's over!! It was supposed to be over two months ago, but better late than never 
right?! 


Anyways I would like to clear one thing up... it's kinda technical, and its gonna bother 
me if I don't explain it to everyone right because the way it reads on paper without 
digging deeper into my mind its kinda cringe lol! So that whole end with Tony 


"remembering" Peter (read into that however you like), it might seem a bit confusing 
but hopefully this will help it make more sense. If not, or if you don't care, just ignore 
this. So, how did the picture manifest you might ask? Is it because Tony suddenly 
"remembered"? And why did one phrase trigger Tony's "memory"? Well, here's the 
answer, it didn't. It was just coincidence, so you as the reader (hopefully) had a sense 
of "what" might be being triggered. Also correlation is fun lol! So yeah, actually what 
triggered the picture and memories to reappear is because their timelines were merging 
on this one significant occurrence/final development in their attachment. Previously in 
this timeline Tony did not know Peter, he did not exist in his mind, and even after they 
met, they didn't really have this firm father son bond like in Tony's other future. Even 
once Tony saw Peter as his son, it was just that, Peter only reminded him of his 
previous "son", Peter alone, as himself, wasn't firmly accepted as Tony's son yet, and 
Peter hadn't fully accepted Tony as his dad (it's a two way street guys). So basically, 
with this confirmation that they now have the same relationship as they did in the 
other timelines, as well as the fact that they plan to stick together... that is what 
triggered everything to come to fruition. This is one string of Tony's previous timeline 
that has reconnected, which means he has been granted 'some' of his memories of Peter 
(just enough to have confirmation in his mind) and of the picture. 


Anyways! Read into it however you might like! And Thank you all for being so 
patient with me! I know it was a pain having to wait for the last chapter! But I 
appreciate you all sticking with me to the end XD 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


